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Snoquask: The Last White Dancer is a story that emerged out of an 
early anthropological impulse: the notion that cultures are 
multiple and that wisdom resides in various places. This means 
that there is no single path to understanding. When societies 
collide and cultural groups are destroyed, there are points of 
knowledge that are necessarily lost. This novel is about an obscure 
(and not actually existing) tribal group that maintained a certain 
thread of understanding, a link to a time when everything was 
different, and not just for this one group. We live in a era defined 
by the previous two centuries in which everywhere (so it seems) 
the local has given way to the global. The manifold paths to 
understanding have been repaved into a single, cosmopolitan 
superhighway to the marketplace. The story of the old White 
Dancer is filled with violence, and begins in despair. Where it 
ends is for you to discover. 


Snoquask’s first draft was written on a Sears portable typewriter, 
an then retyped into a KayPro CPM computer. It was migrated to 
a Macintosh 512 and has lived on Apple machines ever since. 
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Chapter 1 


The Glen 


Old Woodpecker crouched in the shadow of a giant hemlock and 
watched as the man reached into a leather satchel and pulled out a 
blackened stone. Something about the fellow’s manner was all too 
familiar. That this stranger would even find the clearing suggested 
an essential attunement with the Power Flow. Who could he be? 

Startled, Woodpecker surveyed the scene. The man sat in its 
center upon a Chilkat blanket, folded double on the snow. No 
footprints led to the blanket. Deep from the first winter storm, the 
snow lay undisturbed and shining crystalline under a nearly full 
moon. 

No person outside of The Clan had visited here for as long as 
Woodpecker’s Name had existed, years uncountable, from before 
the first coming of people to this land. Never was there a time 
recorded without a Woodpecker to watch and see. And yet, had 
this, this creature, been of The Clan, he would have surely 
summoned Woodpecker to service his needs: “Woodpecker, you 
bumbling fool, come here and light my pipe.” “Woodpecker, bring 
some fish now, and be damn quick” “Woodpecker, this meat 
tastes like bear scat. Roast some more or we'll cook you for 
supper.’ 

“Gauwl.” Woodpecker stamped his feet, longing for his cozy 
nest. Suddenly his memory quickened, and his pulse—for this 
fellow’s manner now shouted “Snoquask”—a Name forbidden in 
this place. Besides, Woodpecker reckoned, Snoquask was dead. 
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He felt certain this was so, although he could not remember why. 
He closed his eyes and tilted back his head. His nostrils flared as 
he sniffed the boreal air. Nothing. He shuffled nervously, his 
withered right hand clawing at an itch under his rib. 

The seated man held up the ember and it suddenly sparked 
and flamed blue in his hand; azure Wolf-fire illuminated his face. 
A trill escaped Woodpecker’s lips before he clamped them shut— 
it was Snoquask himself, the old White Dancer. 

If they should discover him here! Woodpecker shuddered. His 
good hand nervously smoothed the rufous feathers adorning the 
peak of his cap. He glanced around the tree trunk once more. 
Caretaker of this place, he must call upon The Clan without delay. 

“You are right, old friend. I am returned,’ the man spoke, his 
voice unmistakable. “Come now and join me by the ember. If you 
cry out, I'll stuff your good arm down your gullet. There is much I 
need do before The Clan can find me here. Come along, before 
their fire attracts the wolves.” 

Wolves. Woodpecker’s heart jumped at the thought. Cocking 
his head, he tested the air. Nothing like a wolf-fire ember to bring 
that stinking mongrel pack at a run. He stared at the old shaman 
sitting by the blue Wolf-fire light—not even dressed in ceremonial 
robes, he noticed, but in a foreign jacket of dark color and cloth 
leggings. Snoquask’s hair was white now, but his body still 
retained the bulk, the reservoir of strength, that the young warrior 
carried before he was given over to the Power Flow. 

S$s 

Ranger Lew Emery stared down from the window. He looked 
down through the trees below, through the savage boreal 
underbrush, through the rain and the gray mist. Darkened by the 
rain falling in pulsing sheets, the vision he saw made him wince. 


The rain against the window had caught the light behind him and 
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reflected his own face. He looked older, far older than his thirty- 
seven years, and sadder than he usually felt. Living alone as he 
did, his doubts and worries had a nasty habit of rebounding on 
him. But he had always found something to be happy about--until 
recently, that is. Take this morning, for example. 

He had tied-off his ChrisCraft motor-cruiser at its dock in the 
sheltered cove of Midnight Island. It was one of those early fall 
afternoons when a cold sleeting downpour reminded everyone 
who lived on Washington's San Juan Islands of friends who had 
moved down to California, friends who would eventually mail out 
Christmas cards with palm trees on them. This qualified them as 
ex-friends. 

Lew was climbing up the ramp when he saw her cat. Wet as a 
canal rat, it crouched by the boathouse’s gutter and let out a 
piteous howl to let the world know it wasn't up there having a 
good time. He could see smoke coming from the chimney, and so 
he called out. His voice got lost in the din of the downpour on the 
metal roof. 

Right then he noticed a tree stump next to the side wall, tall 
enough so that he could reach the cat if he could coax the little 
beastie around to that corner of the roof. This, of course, meant 
getting rather soaked. He had no prior reason to be so kind to 
that woman, a feeling that went double for her cat. But then Ms. 
Sumi Miyakawa was the only other person living on Midnight 
Island, and it was looking like a long, dreary winter. Hed pull the 
cat off her roof and hed knock on her door, and shed naturally be 
grateful and invite him in for coffee. 

“Well Maam, it was nothin. Honest.” 

Here was your basic Good Neighbor Sam situation. Made him 
feel social-like: a tenderfoot Scout whod just spied an old crone 
headed across the boulevard. Feelings such as these weren't so 


Snoquask 4 


bad, on occasion. And these occasions didn’t come around all that 
often on Midnight Island. And he didn’t really enjoy being on this 
womans bad side, even though he had no idea why shed put him 
there. Here she was only a few weeks on the island, and shed 
already stopped talking to him. Claimed she was there for the 
solitude. Well, hed give her a year out here and see what she 
thought of that idea. 

He parked his groceries on a relatively dry spot under a cedar 
and walked around the boathouse where he boosted himself up 
on the stump. At that level, he could also see through a small 
bathroom window, which, he could console himself later, had not 
been part of the plan. So he glanced in. The bathroom door 
happened to be open and beyond that, in a field of warm stove 
light, buck naked, she sat. 

And she was staring straight at him. Well... not staring, 
actually, since her eyes were closed. It looked like she was in some 
kind of trance. 

She sat bolt upright with her legs crossed over each other and 
her hands palm up on her thighs. Her black hair hung straight 
down behind her head. The sight took that Boy Scout feeling right 
out of his mind. As he remembers this now, he took it all in one 
quick glance--a glance that anyone would take with the window 
in front of his nose. 

While his body worked, in the simple space of milliseconds, 
his mind sorted out the content of that glance. She looked like a 
statue, one of those Buddhas in a Siamese gilded temple. He 
might have hesitated then, just for one instant. But it was in that 
moment she opened her eyes. 

In the next instant she opened her mouth. 

Her scream, he recalls, was loud. No, that word wont do. 
Philharmonic. Being on the receiving end of it might have made it 
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seem louder than it was, but he was genuinely surprised at the 
volume coming through the walls above the din of the rain. By 
virtue of its timing, the scream might have appeared to have 
physically blasted him off the tree stump. As it was, he was 
hopping down anyhow. Only he landed badly, stumbled back, 
stepped into a rain-filled ditch, and had to grab onto the slender 
trunk of an alder sapling to regain his balance. Good thing the 
Olympics Committee was nowhere in sight: This dismount would 
not have qualified him for the stump-jump event. 

Her scream must have surprised the cat as well, for in Lew’s 
peripheral vision something arched between the edge of the roof 
and an adjacent fir. The ungrateful little varmint ran, and with it, 
any explanation she might have listened to. 

Lew was hardly around to the front side of the house when 
suddenly she was standing right there. It got nasty then, her 
calling him a pervert and worse, and him with this story about a 
cat that wasn't anywhere to be seen. He made a strategic retreat, 
but the grocery bags were wet through the bottom and a half 
gallon bottle of Bacardi dropped out when they fell. The bottle 
broke on a stone, and amber rum flowed like a stream of fragrant 
piss down past her doorstep. 

He cursed and cut his thumb picking up the glass in a hurry, 
and she just stood there like he was putting on some kind of show. 
She said shed call the sheriff if he ever came within ten feet of her 
house again, ducked back inside and slammed the door. 

So much for the good neighbor routine. 

S$§ 

Woodpecker blinked, his eyes adjusting to the blue firelight. 
His mind struggled to conceive the horror that would bring 
Snoquask back to the sacred place and to the equally terrible 
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conclusion that he, Woodpecker, the great seer, had been 
absolutely blind to this knowledge. 

Snoquask had once been the darling of The Clan, the young 
blood that spoke of renewal and of resurgent energy. His prowess 
on the Quest was legendary. A few more like him, an old one once 
said to Woodpecker, and we'll send the whites back to the seas. 
Along with his Name, the young warrior had inherited the ally 
Orca, a most respected and wise companion. Yet Snoquask 
hungered for more; some said he even hungered for that ancient 
Name that had never been spoken by man, although The Clan 
forbade that Quest. 

Still The Clan did not forsake Snoquask. That was later, after 
the terrible White Dance, after the betrayal and the slaughter. 
Then they brought back once-mighty Snoquask for the final 
judgment. It was a scene like none other in Woodpecker’s 
enormous memory: 

“There will be no one,’ so said Tsugiglali pointing at Snoquask, 
“no one among the people who will call his Name again. When 
Snoquask dies, so dies his Name forever. This I have seen; so will 
it happen” 

Then Snoquask stood angry before the sacred fire. The 
disgrace of the White Dance had robbed Snoquask of his pride, 
but his spirit remained indomitable. 

“If Tsugiglali’s vision is true,” Snoquask whispered to the 
assembled elders, “it spells not simply the end of Snoquask, but of 
the death of The Clan as well. For we are, each of us, removed 
from the source of the Power Flow. That source has remained 
hidden since the time before, when Coyote last walked these 
forests. The age of people is past. Today our Names bring 
fragmentary visions of the Power Flow. The truth we hold rests in 


the conclave itself” 
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The elders, seated shoulder to shoulder in the sacred circle, 
nodded their agreement in unison. For this truth was at once 
apparent and shared by all. Throughout the joining of the 
conclave, their visions would mingle into one. Truth will be 
known. It was as always. The Names speak. 

“The loss,” Snoquask continued in sadness, “The loss of only 
one Name starts the inevitable triumph of ignorance.” 

“Inevitable triumph?” Tsugiglali could keep quiet no more. 
Never had one of his visions been put to debate in front of the 
sacred fire. The assembled shamans muttered among themselves. 

“It is your vision, old man.’ Snoquask returned, silencing the 
other. “And I have seen the awful meaning of it: The ignorance of 
the whites will swallow up the truth at last; and we, who were 
once people, will lose the Power Flow forever more. We must find 
the Source. It is our only hope’ 

The assemblage fell quiet in the face of this, the ancient taboo, 
which Snoquask had so casually shattered. 

“Coyote must return,’ Snoquask whispered, and he used the 
very Name of the ancient one, mindful that it was the worst 
possible blasphemy. 

“Insolence!” Tsugiglali stood trembling. “Snoquask has lost his 
place among our council. His defiance is intolerable. Clearly, he 
has failed to keep his vision pure. As he cannot be trusted—he 
must be silenced.” 

The Clan sat, stunned by Snoquask’s remarks. Then, with quiet 
nods, they banished him from the sacred places. Woodpecker 
watched as Snoquask strode from the power conclave. He felt 
then the immeasurable remorse of a truth denied. Can you banish 
the speaker without also abandoning the truth of his words? 
Woodpecker thought to tell of this. He cleared his throat, but 
Tsugiglali silenced him with a scornful glance. A flood of outrage 
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seemed to swallow up the conclave, which ended badly with 
rancor and division. What was more, the old Names were silent; 
the truth had abandoned them. All because of Snoquask, said 
Tsugiglali. Woodpecker knew better, and his own outrage made 
him bitter and confused. 

Never before had The Clan been without a Snoquask—a Name 
as great as any, nearly as important as his own, Woodpecker 
would admit. Once in a long while an accidental death left a 
Name unsung for many winters, but never in The Clan’s long 
history was a Name forgotten entirely. Not since the coming of 
man. 

Who could measure the wisdom accrued by a single Name as 
it passed from shaman to apprentice for uncountable generations? 
Forgetting meant the death of truth itself, the end of knowing, the 
extinction of all who have carried the Name onward from the 
time before man. 

His bitterness returned to him now as he watched the old 
White Dancer sitting alone. Snoquask had spoken a truth, 
Woodpecker mused mournfully. Today, many Names have no 
host. We live in the time of darkness and ignorance. Too many 
have died and the best among them. The Clan blamed the White 
Dancer, and they fear him to this day. Several still want to kill 
him, arguing that banishment was not severe enough. They had 
all spurned Snoquask’s vision, and they had laughed at his 
ridiculous pretensions. Who but a mad man would believe he 
could call upon Coyote as an ally? But in secret they trembled, 
and they searched in their songs for a truth that would tell them 
Snoquask would fail in this quest. If he should find the Source... 

“You forget your manners, Woodpecker. Do not make me 
come catch you and tumble you through the fire as Laxkiku did 
when he heard your insult” 
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Insult! Woodpecker bristled. Stupid, greedy, glutton eagle--any 
insult Woodpecker might offer him was a compliment. Feed him 
raccoon shit, and hed never know the better. Woodpecker 
nervously clutched at his withered arm, burned when Laxkiku let 
his vicious eagle power capture poor Woodpecker. Bastard son of 
an ugly turkey hen tried to cook Woodpecker for breakfast. Threw 
him in the wolf fire. 

S$s 

Sumi didn't want to get into all this again. Her eyes searched 
the horizon in front of her. Out the window, low clouds pressed 
against the tops of the hemlocks and lent a graphite sheen to the 
surface of the Sound, now flowing swiftly in its out-tidal return to 
the Pacific. In the restlessness of these waters she found a 
metaphor for her own movements. Despite their constant motion, 
they never found a place of rest. Here, on this forsaken island, she 
had sought hers, but still the past flowed through her mind. 

As she sat, a sudden frantic sense of physical vulnerability 
overcame her reflections, and she tugged together the front of her 
robe, which had slid open. Her window was high up, no one 
could see into it, but her mind sensed that somehow or other, 
somewhere out there—someone was trying. The last thing she 
needed was to open her eyes and see this Ranger in her window 
staring at her like that. 

Once the Ranger had disappeared up the trail, Sumi 
contemplated reentering a state of meditation. No, it was not to 
be. Instead, she sat, wrapped in her robe, at the front window of 
her boathouse apartment. She stared to the North, at an 
indeterminate future that she had already divined, somehow, 
would carry her in that direction. There was nothing new about 
this impulse; she had been traveling northward for a number of 


years. 
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Woodpecker cowered behind the hemlock, lacking both the 
courage to show himself and the swiftness to escape. A cry rose 
up from the south. It was faint, but clear, although it did not sing 
its Name. It was a cry, nonetheless, something to be noted. 
Woodpecker glanced back at Snoquask, and caught him looking 
south as well. The other had also heard this cry. 

“T will wait no longer.” The man turned and stood suddenly, 
his voice booming through the hemlocks, which swayed and 
dropped their branch loads of snow, creating a sudden flurry 
around the edge of the clearing. 

“Lower your voice, Snoquask.” Woodpecker found enough 
courage to hop into the open. “You do not belong here anymore.” 

Snoquask sat back, looking into the flames. 

Woodpecker moved even closer, the blue light of the sacred 
fire drawing him to it, as it would the wolves. Again he cocked his 
head to listen. 

“T will warn you when they are close. Come, sit near me, 
Woodpecker. It has been a while.” Snoquask brought some dried 
salmon from his satchel. “You are getting on, my friend. But then 
you were old when I was young, and that was long ago.” 

Snoquask smiled at the wizened old man crouching in the 
snow in buckskin leggings and a cedar bark shirt. Woodpecker’s 
limbs seemed insufficient to keep him upright, the other three 
limbs looking nearly as withered as his right arm. On his head, 
Snoquask noticed, he still wore that same muskrat cap, rimmed in 
red feathers. And his face was ruddy with dried ceremonial paint, 
except for the sharp, straight nose that was reddened instead from 
the biting Canadian winter cold. 

“We are all getting on, those of us still singing. We grow old 
and bitter. Our people despise us.” Snoquask shook back his hair 
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and stared up at the sky. For the first time in his memory, he 
could feel the cold probing his body. “We become feeble in body 
and spirit. Tell me, old one, have any found suitable apprentices?” 

Woodpecker scuttled forward and grabbed at the proffered 
salmon, tearing into it, settling on his haunches as he chewed with 
the few teeth he still retained. Woodpecker shrugged and 
continued eating. He could not even remember how many 
summers ago they had promised to bring him a vessel for his 
Name, an apprentice of his own. 

“T thought not,’ Snoquask sighed. “T have felt the Power Flow 
slipping in these last decades. Many names are lost. Lost, heyya, 
the Knowledge is gone.” 

He glanced sadly about the clearing. It was as he remembered, 
except empty now, which was damn fortunate; if discovered, he 
would be considered an interloper and forced into desperate 
battle with The Clan. Even deserted, the place vibrated with the 
song of the Power Flow. Here was where he must find the vision 
he so desperately required. 

“Tsugiglali said I would never come back.” Snoquask spoke as 
much to the wind as to Woodpecker. “Even he was not infallible” 
“Tsugiglali was a great seer.’ Woodpecker spat through his 

rapidly masticating lips. 

“Didn't save him from getting his head blown off by that 
lumberjack in Tacoma,’ Snoquask said. He had not come back to 
renew old quarrels. No one had spoken Tsugiglali's Name these 
last sixty years. Another means of truth was lost, and Snoquask 
realized there was nothing but sadness in this. 

“Do you not fear The Clan?” Woodpecker eyed him carefully. 

“T need a vision, old one. I seek a qweykwa. I feel my life is 
coming to a close, and there is much I must do.” 


“Then you've seen it?” 
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Snoquask’s hand thrust out and caught Woodpecker by the 
throat. The Clan always thought him a simple fool, but Snoquask 
knew differently: Although The Clan came here but once in 
several winters, Woodpecker bathed in the energy of this sacred 
place every day for uncounted years. Trouble was, you couldn't 
trust that what he told you was what he had actually seen. 

“Come out with it, Woodpecker. My time here is limited. Tell 
me what you saw, and make it the truth” 

Woodpecker smacked his lips, forgetting for the moment the 
last piece of salmon in his hand. He glanced reverently at the 
moon. 

“Funny thing, you showing up here alive, Snoquask. Now I 
remember. My vision, it was clear--clear enough to make it 
happen soon, and this was a while back. Snoquask,” He stopped 
chewing and grinned a slanted smirk, “I've seen you die.” 

Woodpecker glanced down at Snoquask’s arm. He frowned 
forlornly, shaking himself head to toe. “When I saw Gixpidwadu’s 
death,” he blurted, “I called upon The Clan, but it was too late and 
they cursed at me for not telling them sooner. You, well, you were 
considered dead when The Clan banished you. So why should you 
be angry with poor Woodpecker?” 

“The vision...” Snoquask tightened his grip. “I must know.” 

“Of course,’ Woodpecker choked. He rolled his eyes upward. 
“I saw a canoe,” he wheezed, “a white man’s canoe. It was big, 
painted blue, and with sails. There was a white man with a ... what 
do you call it, a bow that spits metal balls...?” 

“A gun?” 

“In his hand. Killed you good. There were others, a couple of 
people and some more whites.” 

“This white, what was he like?” 
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Woodpecker closed his eyes. “He was large. Hair like dried 
grass. Skin was pale like a clam. His eyes were blue. One ugly 
man, even for a white.” 

“And the others?” 

“Gauwl. I remember now. Laxkiku was there.” 

“Laxkiku died last year.” Snoquask let the old bird loose. “T felt 
it clearly.” 

“Did he now. A pity.” Woodpecker smiled and started 
preening. “I would have liked to have watched.” 

“Woodpecker.” 

Woodpecker stopped scratching. 

“T must have all of it, and no lies.” Snoquask reached into the 
fire and pulled out a burning stone. “Or you wont have time to 
see your own death” 

Woodpecker nearly tumbled backwards. His eyes widened and 
his mouth dropped open. “That’s what I saw. This white and his 
gun and you dead and Laxkiku.” 

“What did Laxkiku look like?” 

“Look like? It was Laxkiku. I heard his song. He sang his 
power. That’s what I saw. He sang his power against the spirit of 
the white.” 

“The ugly one.” 

“No, another one. And it wasn't a white. It couldn't have been. 
They say tamamus cannot hurt the white. This is not clear to me 
now. I can't see like I used to. Forgive me.” 

SS§ 

She had started out in Santa Monica and with a husband. The 
marriage lasted a little less than the national average. Her divorce 
pushed her out into the work force, and she took a job writing for 
a free Santa Monica weekly newspaper while she finished up a 
degree in journalism at UCLA. A couple years and she graduated 
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from the calendar section to doing feature pieces on eccentric 
locals such as retired TV stars that had taken up aerobics or 
Tibetan meditation, university professors who claimed they had 
figured out the meaning of life. One of her assignments was to 
investigate a religious oddball named Luke. It wasn’t supposed to 
be a big deal, but it kind of snowballed on her. 

What happened, with some really hard work and a bit of luck, 
was that Sumi finally ended up writing the book on California's 
population of demi-gods, doomsday prophets, and other assorted 
new-age spiritualists. Wiseguys: from Nirvana to Van Nuys, while 
never to be a major motion picture, was reviewed in Rolling Stone 
and Newsweek, the latter of which called it “a serious reflection 
on the manifold and arcane paths to self-knowledge.” 

Her research for Wiseguys took her from the oak groves of 
Ojai, where geriatric Theosophists squared off against one 
another’s interpretation of the Upanishads, to a cave on the flanks 
of Mount Shasta where a naked tantric fakir from Varanasi sipped 
on a Pepsi standing on one foot and sporting a continual woodie, 
a pose he claimed (with a salacious wink) to have maintained for 
weeks. 

She lived briefly with communities of Tibetan Buddhists and 
the surviving Krishna devotees in Berkeley. She interviewed Sufis, 
swamis, gurus, faith healers, and a Chumash shaman in Lompoc. 
She crouched stripped and steaming in sweat lodges, and she sat 
for endless hours listening to Vajrayana chanting. She read the 
sacred texts and the writings of others who had sought a truth in 
these. 

She interviewed Montecito Republican self-helpers and 
Pentecostal snake handlers, preferring the latter for their 
willingness to assume the risk of their philosophy. She talked with 
professors and pop psychologists, searching for the attraction of 
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California's self-proclaimed godlings. She wrote it all down, and 
then she had to go out and talk about it for hours at book signings 
and local TV talk shows. Then it was over, and her agent was after 
her to do something new. He offered her a hefty advance to write 
about Silicon Valley’s cadre of high-tech wiz-kids. But she was too 
tired even to think about another book. 

Weary, too, of the karmic confusion of California, she made 
her way north, pausing to check out the surviving rural, 
communal hippie hangouts in the Willamette Valley, where 
DayGlo buses rusted behind cow barns; by then, the beards and 
pigtails were mostly edged in white. Her restlessness kept her 
moving, but she knew that something else in her kept her going, 
searching, seeking something to believe in. 

Through the years, she had become adept at digging the 
diamonds out from the dogma. Along the way she'd come to 
realize that, behind all the bullshit esoterica, a certain wisdom 
lurked. And, while the individual Wiseguys mostly failed in their 
actions to match the wisdom of their words, many were sincere 
and even humble about their quests. She bore them no ill will. In 
truth they had taught her much. 

In Vancouver, British Columbia, where she had taken a one- 
term visiting position at a university, she began Zen meditation 
with the Roshi of the Zen Center in hopes that the rigors of this 
practice would help her settle on the next direction her life should 
take. She had once received some Zen training in Japan, where 
she had visited the village of her grandfather. 

She bought herself a small ketch, and she took to cruising 
Puget Sound as often as the weather allowed. One day, a kind of 
desperation (she hated to think it was a “midlife crisis”) launched 
her into looking for a rock to which her spirit might be bound; 
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she felt she needed to marshal up her energies for something 
greater than she had yet dared to confront. 

That rock turned out to be Midnight Island. 

Midnight is one of the smallest islands of the San Juan chain. 
Here she lived in one of the smallest buildings on this island. 
Right now she sat in one of the smallest moods she could recall. 
She was intensely lonely. Her sojourn north had done little to help 
in this regard. At best it gave her an alibi. People up here are 
allowed their loneliness. In the dark of the winter and the cold 
driven rains, in the green sodden forests and the gray-steel waters, 
loneliness up and grows like the moss. Everybody gets more than 
their share. 

In L.A., loneliness is a curse. It means precisely this: Nobody 
wants you. It is far too difficult to deny the world, once you realize 
that the world has already denied you. The only thing to do then 
is escape. 

For a long while she had even convinced herself that she was 
the happier one. Of course she was happier than before, back in 
Santa Monica, in that marriage with him. That wasn't the point. 
The idea was that she should be happier now than Mr. Ex was. He 
and his vice-presidency and his new wife and his kids, living in 
her house. He just had to be miserable, under it all. This she had 
figured out, counted on--hell, lived on--for a good ten years. 

Until her Zen Roshi broke this illusion with one well-aimed 
question, which set off a cascade of painful, but quite necessary 
moments of self-reflection. Withdrawal from self-recrimination is 
probably no more painful than from, say, heroin addiction. But it 
isn't any better either. The Roshi told her she could probably stay 
happier than her husband all her life if she wanted, but that was a 
pretty small thing to want, even if it were true, which it probably 
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wasnt, for she was about as unhappy a soul as had crossed his 
threshold lately. 

“Give up this one little satisfaction, and you will open up a 
door to so much more happiness all around you.” 

Of course, he was right. She was at least occasionally happier 
now without ever—or, at least, not often—thinking about her ex’s 
quotient of required woe. But there was a down side to all this 
self-searching: It must be done all alone. And that much time 
alone is something that takes some getting used to. 

Her cat meowed at the door, and Sumi let her in. The poor 
thing was soaked. 

“Did that nasty ranger scare you, Shakti,” she crooned as she 
toweled his fur. “Don’t you worry, Mama scared him good, too” 

She remembered opening her eyes and seeing him there, his 
face framed in the window. Her scream was automatic. 
Something strange about that scream, though. Elemental, 
unbridled: the feedback shriek from a demented electric guitarist. 
Perhaps there was something in this that should have scared her. 
Instead, it merely distracted her. 

For now, she decided against meditation and instead picked 
up a novel she was reading, a historical work about India in the 
days of the British Raj. She sipped her tea and read all about the 
battle of Srirangapatnam, where a young Wellesley and an aging 
Cornwallis ganged up on a local Indian prince. Torture, intrigue, 
and war: The future of kingdoms lay in the stealthy execution of 
treacherous plots and counter plots. The book would occupy her 
into the evening. And then, after a small salad and some fried 
tofu, she would face the bed again and her loneliness and, she 
reminded herself, her peace. 
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That this was to be the last day of her peace she could not have 
known, or else she might have put down the novel and enjoyed 
the time while it lasted. 

S$s 

Snoquask settled back. No one had ever stolen the spirit of a 
white. As far as he could tell, they had no spirits. What was worse, 
in their ignorance they had no fear of the Power Flow. 

“Has any of The Clan ever taken a white acolyte?” he asked. 

“A white? Gauwl. They're not human at all. Might as well teach 
a rock to dance.” 

“Are we then the last?” 

Snoquask bent forward, listening to the sadness of this 
thought, testing its song for any note of falsehood. How can it all 
die here? 

“Kwaskedan said once that he found peoples across the 
oceans, where the whites had taken him, strange people who 
knew the Name of Tcinakwa, the powerful one. The people who 
chopped his stalk. He should have stayed here. Have you spoken 
to Kwaskedan?” 

“He died, years back, and his Name remains unsung. I think 
the people he found are still living there, over across the sea. I, 
myself, have found an open soul in one,” Snoquask reported, 
thinking again of the girl, knowing that Woodpecker would 
remember. “Her spirit is trapped by its ignorance, but I have 
noted a glimmer of knowledge, of vision in her.” 

“And you?” said Woodpecker, “Was Tsugiglali right? Is there 
no one to take the Name of Snoquask?” 

“First I must find a young one to take Kwaskedan’s Name.” 

“Tt is so. I remember now, you are of the same lineage. That 
bastard Laxkiku had four good Names to find vessels for. One of 
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his acolytes fed the wolves right in this clearing, the stupid pup 
couldnt even sit still” 

“T lost another one myself?” Snoquask sighed. “Raven was 
taking him on a journey and the fool opened his eyes.” 

Woodpecker chuckled to himself. It was one thing to find the 
vision and know it, but to open one’s eyes? That was when the 
vision takes over and the world fades away for good. Every child 
knows that. 

“T hope he likes the journey,’ Woodpecker whistled, “cause he 
wont be coming back” 

“His mother thinks I put some kind of curse on him. Called 
me a witch doctor, then she called the cops” 

“Cops...?” Woodpecker finished the salmon and stared 
hungrily at the closed satchel. “Oh, yes. Many have spoken of this 
white clan” 

“Woodpecker...” Snoquask leaned over, bringing their heads 
close together, waiting while the other shaman finished wiping his 
mouth with strip of greasy bark. “They’re here.” 

“Gauwl!” The old bird’s face opened in a sudden squawk. He 
leaped up as the wolf pack bounded from the shadows. In three 
hops Woodpecker was back in the hemlocks. A moment later 
Snoquask heard his defiant tattoo from the top of a nearby tree. 

“Good bye, old friend.” Snoquask said. This would be his last 
visit to the sacred clearing. One way or the other. Now he must 
achieve the qweykwa, the time of danger, the moment of the 
Power Flow. These wolves settling down calmly by his side would 
never let him leave the sacred clearing alive unless he succeeded. 
The old shaman closed his eyes. 
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Chapter 2 


The Dream 


Rain dripping from an overhanging cedar branch tapped on the 
metal roof overhead. Inside, two kerosene lamps brought out the 
warmth of the board-and-batten boathouse, bright enamel trim, 
and copper and pewter dishware glistening cheerfully in gold 
firelight. The building had one big room, a bath to the rear, and a 
trapdoor over a ladder down to a hidden dock where whiskey 
runners in trim runabouts had once brought in the good stuff 
from over the border in British Columbia. It was at once 
completely masculine in its tooled wood detail, and yet entirely 
female by its textures and color, rather like a boat. Like all spaces 
one would care to have as a home, it was happily androgynous, 
open to all varieties of desire. Sumi generally felt warm and 
peaceful within its walls--that is, until she went to sleep. 

“Who could it be, Shakti?” she whispered. And why, she 
mused, why was it always a man who haunted her nights? 
Although having men in her bed, she remembered, was not 
usually that much better than in her nightmares. 

She needed sleep, needed peace. That's why she came out here 
in the first place. Her official job was to watch over the 
MacCormack estate, which had been gifted to the Vancouver Zen 
Center as a retreat. She could have taken a room in the main 
building, but boathouse was so cozy. Next summer, the Center 
planned to bring in a crew and do major renovations. Until then, 


the Roshi told her the island would be deserted. She was given no 
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job apart from general watchfulness, and an admonition not to 
confront any stranger who might wander onto the property, but 
only to inform the proper authorities. No one said jack about the 
nearest authority being some damn peeping-tom ranger. She 
knew he was telling the truth about her cat. She had herself used 
that stump to get Shakti down off the roof two days previous to 
the incident. However, this gave the ranger no excuse to enjoy 
what he saw. And then it was all too funny at the time, and shed 
had to keep yelling at him so as not to start laughing. 

Indeed, it never occurred to her that she was actually 
frightened of the ranger. It was just that shed been trained to 
scream. When she was living in Santa Monica she took an 
extension class at UCLA, not only about screaming, there was 
also the knee to the groin, fingers in the eyes, elbow to the throat. 
Scream first, then disable, maim, kill. The schooling of an L. A. 
woman. So he was lucky to escape with only the memory of her 
voice, although her own part of the memory was one that she 
could not seem to shake. 

For it was that very night that the dream started. And since 
then, she had convinced herself that these were not really her 
dreams, no more than the voice of her scream had been her voice. 
Someone was doing this to her. This realization was still amazing 
to her, even though she was something of an expert on the occult, 
if only in an journalistic way; she could count upwards of a dozen 
self-defined mystics she had personally encountered who claimed 
the ability to enter another's dream. 

She could not really consider that the ranger was causing her 
dreams. It was an altogether silly notion. It would be another, one 
of them. How bizarre, and how predictable. Sumi Miyakawa tried 
again to remember who it was she might have pissed off enough 
to do this to her. 
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“So,” she mused aloud, “which Wiseguy is messing with my 
head?” Who was it that had stolen her dreams? 

The Wiseguys, they all made a lot of claims. But these never 
were followed up by any evidence of bona fide occult skill. Always 
it was the “if you don’t believe, you are not ready, daughter,” 
routine. 

“Do it tonight,” she would taunt them. “Show me your stuff” 

No one ever did. But now one of them, it appeared , had 
finally entered her dreams, although none resembled the old man 
from her nightmares. Still, she had to admit to herself thatne of 
them most have had enough balls to put his akashic body where 
his mouth was. But why had he waited so long? And why not 
announce who he was? Or was he just out to destroy her? A happy 
thought. 

Sumi’s tabby Manx jumped up on her lap and settled down. 
She stroked its fur until the little thing purred wildly. She 
wondered if Luke could possibly be out there, messing with her 
head from some mystic plane. She shuddered at the idea. 

Luke was the first Wiseguy she had encountered, and, by far, 
the worst; not, however, because of some exhibition of mystic 
power or intuition, but rather the opposite. He turned out to be 
such an obvious charlatan that his success made her conscious of 
the potential destruction that any of these people can have on the 
lives of others. 

And still, every time she recalled the faces of Luke’s followers, 
beaming with the ecstatic expectation of his divine grace, she got 
a little knot in her stomach, like when she watched newsreels of 
Nazi ceremonies. And when she remembered how she had also, if 
only for a day, nursed an incipient hope; when she admits to 
herself that Luke’s promotional pitch had wormed through her 
cynicism and made part of her want him to be exactly who he 
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said he was; she had to shudder at what might have befallen her if 
he had been a little better at his charade. 

As she remembered him now, Luke was God as he might have 
appeared on channel 75. The same suit as that fellow between the 
scrub-ease mop, and the discount diamonds. Luke offered his 
believers eventual riches, contentment, and wisdom in exchange 
for their immediate assets and unswerving devotion. And every 
one of them gave everything they had with a willingness that was 
as nauseating as it was refreshing. His advance crew of upbeat 
acolytes had set up shop in a Santa Monica storefront drawing in 
throngs of the willing and the stupid. Luke would be arriving 
shortly to announce the new millennium on the beach at Malibu: 
assuming the community showed itself worthy through some 
reasonably extravagant (and entirely tax-deductible) largess. “Dig 
deep,” was the message—“Luke is coming.” 

His promo literature showed Luke piloting a silver Mercedes 
convertible through a desert sunrise, two voraciously beautiful 
blondes frolicking in the back seat, and a stunning brunette sat 
next to him with her head on his shoulder. One of her hands 
riffled through his hair, the other arm aimed suspiciously at his 
crotch. 

His résumé touted him as Mahavishnu, Gautama Buddha, and 
Jesus Christ in former incarnations. As Vishnu, it said, he taught 
the lesson of power; as the Buddha, the lesson of humility; and as 
Christ, the lesson of suffering. This time around he apparently 
had returned to tutor humanity about cheap thrills. Here was the 
Lord of Indulgence winging toward the City of Angels at a 
hundred miles per. 

It wasn't even her idea. The senior editor of the free weekly L. 
A. newspaper where she was then a fledgling writer had 
summoned Sumi to his office and dispatched her with 
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instructions to expose Luke. “Bring this pretentious prick to his 
knees.” These were her instructions. “And if he is God, don't 
bother coming back” 

She had caught up with Luke in Aspen, preparing for his 
western tour. If he wasn't God, he had borrowed God's credit 
rating. Luke had booked one lodge entirely for him and another 
for his entourage. She finally arranged an interview. Up close, he 
looked like Pat Boone with a blond Afro. She would have sworn 
that he was wearing green colored contacts. 

Luke evaded any direct question about either his powers or his 
plans. When she asked him what it felt like getting crucified, he 
looked puzzled. Momentarily, he had forgotten about being Jesus 
in a former life. But he quickly recovered and smiled beatifically, 
and he said that pain only hurt the body, not the soul. Then he 
offered her a glass of mineral water. After ten minutes she was 
escorted away, with a mostly empty notebook and a mind full of 
suspicions. 

Luke had shown her the dazzling charm of someone who did 
well in singles bars, but nothing more. The Mercedes convertible 
was real enough, however, and Luke careless enough to register it 
in his real name. Sumi managed to sneak into the garage and read 
this. With little trouble then, she was able track down God’s 
former home address. And from there it was easy. 

“God, her article began, “failed sex education in Van Nuys.” 
That Luke or, rather, Dennis Rollins (his real name) was not even 
a reasonably good performing magician and that his philosophy 
would have made Norman Vincent Peale blush with its 
narcissistic excess did not seem to matter to her readers as much 
as the fact that he had dropped out of high school. One expects 
more of a supreme deity. 
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His one ex-girlfriend remembered him as an airhead and a 
wimp. “Dennis never even felt me up,’ she complained, and Sumi 
could see that she would have given him every opportunity. 

“Tf he’s God, [m Madonna,’ she responded with a sneer when 
Sumi questioned her about Luke’s claim of divinity. “I dumped 
him like a sack a shit.” 

Luke never did make it back to L.A. He made off instead with 
the funds and headed for the Caribbean. He did write a letter 
addressed to Sumi and mailed to the newspaper, in which he 
assured her that she too would know of his divine power. 
Someday she would tremble on her knees before his awesome 
majesty. Until then she could go fuck herself and his dyke ex- 
girlfriend too. 

It troubled Sumi deeply that anyone would even hope that 
such a person as Luke was in any fashion divine. Christ, he was 
barely human. She then began to wonder how many Lukes were 
out there. That question took her seven years to answer. 

Coming to Midnight Island seemed like a perfect opportunity 
to put everything back together. She was supposed to be alone 
here. Alone with the trees and the rain and her thoughts—and her 
dreams. Her own dreams. 

Again, last night, she had had that dream. Someone else's 
dream, she reminded herself, although now it was familiar to her 
and she could recall its smallest details. She crawled in under the 
feather coverlet, fighting her imagination, which had assembled 
an image of Luke on some island in Caribbean, poking needles in 
a little wax image with a shock of black hair. 

The dream always begins with the face, the face in the window 
of her Santa Monica apartment, looking at her. And always, the 
shock of being observed pushes her past her ability to remember 
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that it’s the same dream. Something about this particular terror 
gives it durability; it works every time. 
S$s 

Alone in the dark, her nakedness, even beneath the sheet, 
seemed to shine, exposing her body to the intruder’s gaze. The 
man appeared to be smiling. A car turned, sweeping the house 
with its headlights. Illuminated briefly, the face was old, wrinkled 
and sagging, framed by shaggy locks of silver hair. The smile 
persisted. 

Jesus, Sumi thought, this guy’s ancient. He looks like he's just 
been let out of some dark hole of a prison, and I’m the first 
woman he’s seen in 50years. She reached out for the phone and 
wondered how long would it take the Santa Monica police to 
arrive. Then she remembered she had left the extension phone in 
the kitchen. She reached instead for the pistol her husband kept in 
the bedside table. Her hand slid into the drawer, groping for the 
gun. 

Sumi pulled the drawer open further, both hands searching 
through the clutter, tossing paperbacks and contraceptives onto 
the carpet. Then she took the drawer in both hands and, yanking 
it out, turned it over on the bed. Her left hand felt the pistol. She 
shifted it to her right, glancing back to the window. The face was 
gone. 

You're dreaming, something in her mind laughed. The 
laughter grew and shifted. It rebounded from the dark corner by 
the window. 

He was there. 

“What do you see?” He spoke like a father asking about a 
landmark on a Sunday drive. “I must know.” 
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“Stay back” Her own voice cracked. “I called the cops,” she 
lied. Her left hand tugged the sheet up over her breasts. “Leave 
right now and I won't say anything.” 

“Talk to me and I will go” 

“I... have a gun. See?” She held it higher. 

“T can see it” 

“Tll shoot.” 

“T don't think so.” 

“T will, goddamn you.” 

Sumi’s bed began to rock. Confused, she looked around her. 
Now she was sitting in the cockpit of her ketch, which rocked 
gently at anchor. The voice remained quiet. Time passed in 
indeterminable intervals. The chill was intolerable, malignant, 
numbing. Only the gun in her hand was warm. She knew he was 
waiting. 

“Get off my boat!” she cried out. 

“What do you see?” The voice in the dark asked. 

“Go away,’ said Sumi. “You will die” 

“Tell me!” 

“This is just a dream? 

“Your dream?” 

“Yes?” 

He stepped into a narrow shaft of light, his face no longer 
frightening, simply old. The feeling that came to her now was of a 
monstrous sadness, of immeasurable loss, as final a death, but 
greater. Of extinction. The breeze stiffened and swept across her 
torso. She shivered and a pistol fired. The explosion and recoil 
startled her. She had not remembered holding onto the thing, and 
now it had gone off. 

He fell. Something screamed, perhaps the wind. But it wasn't 


her scream. 
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She awoke seated upright on her bed in her bedroom on 
Midnight Island. It was the dream. The dream had come again. 
She lay back down and closed her eyes. Rain patted against her 
window. 

Then a voice spoke up from the corner of the room. “Did you 
hear it?” This voice seemed vaguely familiar to her. 

“What?” She sat up. “Who’s there? This is not at all funny.” 

She reached over for the pistol in the drawer by the bed and 
then remembered where she was. 

“Did you hear?” That other voice. 

“Ranger? Youre in big, big trouble now. You better get out of 
here damn quick? 

“Ranger?” This time it was old man’s voice, the voice from her 
first dream. “You called him ‘Ranger’?” 

Sumi reached for her light. 

“Please don't.” The old man spoke from the shadows, closer, on 
her right. 

“Go away then,” she pleaded, peering into the darkness. 

“What did you see?” 

“But you're dead. God, I must still be dreaming. Dreaming I’m 
awake...” 

“Who is this Ranger-ranger?” asked the old man. 

“Are you still here, ranger?” she called out. And in her mind 
she wondered: Or did I dream you, too? 

“She heard. She did” said the other voice. 

“Go away, Sumi shouted, “Both of you. Go away now, or I'll 
wake up.” 

“She thinks she’s dreaming,” the old man laughed. 

“Who am I?” said the other voice. 


“Iam dreaming,’ she protested. 
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“She has the vision,’ the old man said, and to her, “Tell me 
what you just saw.’ 

“Make her talk. You know how,’ said the second voice. “Make 
her scream.” 

“She is different. Listen to her.” The floorboards creaked as the 
old man moved closer to her bed. 

“This is just a dream,” she said in a voice that struggled to be 
convincing. Laughter swept the room, several voices joining in. 

“Tell me, daughter.” 

“No!” 

“You must, you know. You must speak what you see” 

“No, no,’ she moaned. 

“Tell me one word. We can stop there.” 

“A word...?” 

“There is a work you can speak. A word in your mind. Tell it 
to me.” 

“Will you go?” 

“Tell it!” 

“Laxkiku!” The word flowed uneasily from her lips and then 
was gone from her mind as swiftly as the sound died in the dark 
air. 

“I feared as much,” The second voice was dark with anger now. 

“Tm only dreaming,” she repeated. 

“Nothing only about it.” The first voice was even closer now. 
He was there. Standing in the shadow beside the bed. 

The hand that emerged from the shadow held a large wooden 
rattle, carved in the shape of a raven. The rattle shook once, twice, 
gathering tempo, it sent waves of sound like gentle surf across her 
body. Sumi finally slept. 
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Chapter 3 


The Bear 


Sumi set out with a determined pace along the steep trail. The 
rain was a gentling mist that seemed to consider changing into 
snowfall. Uphill from the cove, up from the stands of hairy- 
stemmed sandspurry and tall peppergrass, spikelets of Yorkshire 
fog along the trail were bent with frost. Thickets of service berry 
and nootka rose crowded the path and washed Sumi’s jeans with 
dew as she passed. Higher upland, as she made a switchback turn 
toward the station, a stand of second growth Douglas fir arched 
above her. The forest floor thinned to ladyferns, fragrant 
bedstraw, and yerba buena above a carpet of heavy moss. 

She stopped at a fork in the trail and glanced back; a noise 
from below attracted her attention. A roiling commotion in the 
brush several dozen yards away suddenly produced a deer 
dashing frantically along the side of the hill, leaping deadfalls and 
dodging quickly out of sight. Deer were not unexpected on the 
island, and she must have walked right by this one. What had 
caused it to bolt? 

Standing quietly for a time did not answer this; nothing else 
appeared from the thicket. The only predator for these deer was 
man, and she had seen no one about the island today. 

“Anyone there?” she called out. The trees remained silent. 

She looked back toward the cove and beyond to the Strait of 
Juan de Fuca. A container vessel was traveling down-Sound 


toward Seattle or Tacoma. In the distance, other islands mounded 
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up from the waters. Sumi had her own feelings about these 
islands. For her the San Juans were mournful ladies, long 
abandoned by the ice sheets that formed them, cupping them 
pebble by pebble from the surrounding land. Foamed by the 
constant tidal flow of the Sound, they stood erect, each a drumlin 
mons that had covered itself with a dense veil of moss and flower. 
All vied against the others for the future favors of their glacial 
lover. They awaited the return of the icy fingers that would 
someday stir the earth anew to form still other -mounds and 
retreat in silence. Patience and loveliness they owned abundantly, 
and Sumi held a quiet hope that these islands might not object if 
she stole some for herself. 

She turned right, and, rounding the bend, walked to the door 
of the station. A sign beside the door warned her against unlawful 
entry. “This is not a public facility,” it read, giving an emergency 
phone number in the way of an apology, although there was no 
phone on the island, emergency or no. She knocked and waited, 
knocking again louder. 

Although she didn't actually know him, she disliked the ranger 
for lots of solid reasons. She guessed that talking with him would 
bring up quite a few more. At first sight even, he was almost a 
perfect icon of the things she disliked. The way he wore his Navy 
flight jacket, like some badge. The reckless way he drove his boat. 
His drinking, which she imagined was continuous. The women he 
must be seeing over in La Conner. His evident love for hand guns. 

She considered that he might still be asleep—most likely in a 
stupor— and she hesitated before pounding on the door with the 
heel of her fist. It boomed rewardingly, but without effect. Behind 
her the snow level had dropped, and now the mist swirled and 
mixed with white flakes. The ranger must have gone off in his 
plane. 
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Sumi walked back toward the cove. She had made the first 
bend downhill when a noise behind her again made her stop. The 
report of a gun sliced through the snowfall, followed in rapid 
succession by similar explosions. Turning back around she 
cautiously climbed up the steep trail that led to the runway, a level 
clearing carved out of the forest at the center of the island. 
Another burst confirmed that she was now headed toward the 
source of this noise. The ranger must be out shooting his pistol 
again. It was so like him. 

She hesitated. Anyhow, what could she say to him? “Stay out 
of my dreams, if you know what's good for you,’ or perhaps “This 
nightmare’s only big enough for one of us, bub” 

Still, she could not help feeling the ranger was somehow to 
blame for her dreams. At least, she could not deny that his was the 
voice she heard. Whose crazy idea was it to have a ranger station 
on this island? Was there really a need for signs warning against 
trespass? Would not barbed wire be next, or land mines? What 
were they protecting up there that a casual hiker could disturb or 
uncover? And why the irregular bursts of gunfire that broke 
through even her deepest meditation. What was he shooting at? 
She let her anger propel her forward. 

Now that she had to talk him she hoped he wasn't anything 
like shed figured he was. Let him be somewhat human, she 
pleaded to no one in particular. Up ahead, the forest opened. It 
had been snowing at this elevation for some time, and the 
clearing was carpeted white. A metal shed to the left was flanked 
by the Forest Service helicopter resting on a concrete pad, and the 
ranger’s amphibious aircraft, on a bed of small-flowered catchfly 
and prickly sow-thistle and now flocked with wet snowfall. Under 
its wings, a pair of jackrabbits scavenged through the cheatgrass. 
The leeward side of the runway clearing was covered by towering 
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stands of trailing blackberry that engulfed stumps and boulders, 
sending tendrils across the perimeter of the runway. Sumi 
sidestepped into the edge of a grove of maturing hemlock. 

Sixty yards down the runway a man stood working something 
with his hands, dipping them in and out of the pockets ofa silver- 
blue flight jacket. It was the ranger, all right. He reached into an 
inside pocket, pulled out a pistol, jammed the refilled clip into its 
butt, and cocked back the barrel. With a startling suddenness he 
dropped to one knee, both arms extended in profile. The pistol 
flashed and boomed five, six, seven times. 

Sumi watched him straighten up, walk over to a stump, and 
finger the holes he had made in a paper target. He lit a cigarette 
and glanced around. She ducked back behind the tree. 

Sumi hated handguns. Little pocketfuls of death, they 
concealed a far too casual violence. She had objected when her 
ex-husband bought one, placing it at their bedside where any 
potential intruder would certainly find the damn thing before 
waking her up. That she handled a gun so proficiently in her 
dreams frightened her enormously, and it puzzled her. What 
caused this murderous impulse? Was it a symbol of some deep, 
abiding misanthropy? Hers was a gentle soul, she reminded 
herself each morning after the dream. A new sound from the 
clearing: The ranger was laughing. She peeked around the tree, to 
find that he was also looking for something or someone. He had 
returned to the center of the runway, maybe five yards behind 
where he had stood the time before. Unhurriedly, he refilled the 
clip. 

At least he knew how to use the awful thing and showed a 
certain intensity and control, she admitted to herself. This was 
promising and not at all expected. She would have rather 
imagined him blasting away at beer cans after guzzling their 
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contents. As she watched him calmly fingering the bullets into 
their spring-loaded sleeve, she noticed movement well beyond 
where he was standing. 

She recognized the creature instantly: Ursus Horribilis. 

A great silver-tipped grizzly bear stepped onto the snow- 
covered clearing, its movements deliberate and unhurried. 

This was quite odd, she realized—the fright of the creature’s 
appearance brought out a flush of cool reason—because grizzlies 
were unknown on the San Juan Islands. She considered the notion 
that the bear might be a pet the ranger kept surreptitiously 
penned up, letting it roam only now and then. The explanation 
did not satisfy her. Who would keep such a pet? 

The bruin now ambled towards the ranger. Its head swayed as 
the shorter forelegs plodded along. 

The ranger, concentrated on reloading his pistol, seemed not 
to notice its advance. The bear was more than a hundred yards 
away from Sumi, and yet its presence terrified her. 

She reached up and took some solace in grasping the lowest 
branch of the hemlock under which she stood. Although she had 
not climbed a tree since childhood, one quick move by that bear 
in her direction and she planned to rediscover any vestigial 
primate proclivities she might have for treetops. She watched it 
move. 

The ranger still did not acknowledge the grizzly’s presence, not 
even by a glance, although it was clearly moving within the field 
of his vision. Yes, he looked straight at it. Why the hell didn't he 
react? He should be sprinting in a panic, not that that would save 
him. But instead he looked away and continued to load his 
weapon. 

It was not until the bear, a fully-grown adult, as big as some 
great shaggy sedan, raised up on its hind legs not more than ten 
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yards from the ranger that she realized he was still completely 
oblivious to it. 

Pet or no, it was plainly intent on attack. 

She stepped forward and pointed at the bear. “Grizzly!” she 
yelled as loud as she could. “Watch out!” 

Her voice seemed to grow and echo across the runway 
clearing. 

She saw the bear lunge forward, its right foreleg slashing 
down, straight through the head and torso of the man. 

“No!” she screamed. “God, no!” She shut her eyes and then 
opened them. Except, and without any visible reason, the bear’s 
first swipe seemed to have completely missed the ranger, who had 
swiveled away, and was swinging the automatic down as he 
dropped to his knee. 

The pistol had found itself a new target, she realized. And she 
was it. 

She moved to dive sideways, but her feet slipped on a snow- 
covered rock and so she merely managed to fall where she stood. 
As she fell, a bullet ripped through the padding of her parka, by 
her waist, setting off a small flurry of goose down with its exit. She 
heard the sound of the pistol as she rolled, covering her head with 
her hands, her face pushed into a clump of damp fireweed. 

“Dont shoot,” she cried belatedly through a mouthful of snow 
and dirt. 

$$s 

It was snowing harder now. The afternoon sky had brightened 
into a hard pale glow diffused by the falling flakes. The barrel of 
the Colt was hot even through the padding of the inside pocket of 
Lew’s jacket. It warmed him as he reloaded. His concentration 
was poor today. He felt disinterested, distracted. He was up here 


for a purpose. There was an intruder on the island. 
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The previous night he returned from his rounds and turned 
on the TV. There was a hiss of static and snow. He thought the 
antenna had failed again, but discovered someone had changed 
channels on him. 

For the six winter months in the year, nobody climbed this hill 
but those few friends he invited. That’s how it was supposed to be 
and how he kept it. Nobody else had been up here for more than a 
month—nobody without an invitation. But this morning he 
found books open, tools shuffled about, and switches in the 
cockpit of his plane moved by someone else’s hand. Whoever it 
was had even played around with his pistol in the desk. Lew 
would never leave it with the safety off like that. And it wasn’t 
forgetfulness on his part, he figured; he had no reason to set the 
T.V. on channel 147. In fact,here was no fucking channel 147. It 
wasnt like something was stolen or sabotaged, but he was certain 
the station door had been deadbolt locked down last night. 
Whoever it was could not have just wandered in. 

Lew slipped the clip into the butt of the Colt. The only other 
person legitimately on the island was Ms. Miyakawa. Lew knew 
she wanted him off the island. Even called it “her island.” That's 
right. 

“Why do you have to be on my island?” That’s exactly what she 
said. 

But, as far as he knew, she stayed pretty well down by the 
MacCormack place. Which was just fine by him. 

The MacCormacks used to own the whole island. It was 
decades ago that the government took the island from the 
MacCormack family as a tax settlement. (Erin MacCormack had 
died and the aging widow MacCormack never got comfortable 
with novel ideas such as income tax). The Forest Service 
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converted the old observatory into an automated weather station. 
The main estate grounds were sold at auction. 

Several years back the island’s south cove was designated as an 
aquatic park. A few years later, because of its centralized location 
—midway between the Olympic and North Cascades National 
Forests—Midnight Island became the base for the summer 
mobile fire-watch unit. After the first winter, Forest Service 
workers came back in the early spring to find the airstrip planted 
in marijuana. The weather station had been broken into and was 
littered with empty gallon wine bottles and used condoms. So it 
was decided to have a ranger on Midnight Island all year around. 
Lew volunteered without hesitation. He hated the island, 
sometimes almost as much as he needed its solitude. But then he 
didn't actually hate the island. He hated the needing. 

Lew’s primary winter duties were to keep illegal overnight 
campers off the island and to patrol by helicopter the various 
aquatic parklands in the San Juans. He generally had a lot of time 
to himself. That seemed to be the point. Everyone else was a 
trespasser or a friend; he had few of the latter, and he met even 
fewer of the former. His presence left little reason to trespass here. 
And the remaining thickets of marijuana were far too small to 
bother with. 

When the weather was good, he liked to hike the island. To 
the west, Midnight Island presented a shore of steep crags and 
cliffs, battered out of the andesite rock by seaward winds and 
tides. Stunted madrona trees huddled among the outcroppings. 
The madronas inhibited the usually verdant undergrowth, and so 
the cliffs were barren and warm in the summer, and they made 
fine perches from which to watch the winter storms. The trees 
themselves offered scant protection from rain and sun, but they 
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carpeted the ground with delicate shreds of ruddy bark and 
silvery leaves. 

The eastern side was gentle in its topography, sloping broadly 
to the rocky tidal zone’s pebbly beaches where clams and mussels 
flourished. On this side, however, great walls of blackberry 
brambles shielded the stands of first-growth western hemlock and 
Douglas fir. Alder groves competed with the evergreens in the 
ravines. Under the trees, thickets of nettles and devil’s club shared 
the continual shade with fern brackens and deep mosses. Any 
trail through that temperate jungle would need to be tended 
almost daily, so Lew had given up the idea. Instead he waited for 
low tide to make his way along the shoreline to the clam fields. 

He had been alone here for the past three winters, and he was 
happy for the opportunity. Then he got a note early the last month 
at base in Tacoma, which said, “There will be a caretaker coming 
out to watch the MacCormack estate.” The next day there was this 
pretty ketch docked by the boathouse. Then her damn cat got him 
into that mess. 

Being left alone by someone is different than just being alone, 
he now knew. Having her on the island avoiding him, like she did, 
made his aloneness into something it hadn't been before. It turned 
his blessing into her punishment. But it also made her an unlikely 
candidate to be snooping around the station. 

It seemed that someone out there was trying to convince Lew 
he was paranoid. Someone perversely clever who took all that 
trouble not to leave tell-tale footprints in the trail mud, who went 
through the dead-bolted door without apparent effort, but then 
left careless traces of an almost casual inspection of Lew’s 
belongings. Anyhow, he wasn't paranoid. They just wanted him to 
think he was. 
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He laughed out loud. There's a paranoid thought, he realized. 
His voice disappeared into the trees. It was really snowing now. 
He lit a cigarette and looked about the clearing. The snow had 
blanketed the open ground, but it hadn’t yet found the forest floor. 

His mind admitted a sudden anticipation, that pre-flight sort 
of jitter that makes perfect sense when you are about to fly 
through some Iraqi anti-aircraft fire. Standing alone on a rain- 
soaked island in the middle of Puget Sound, this sensation caused 
him only confusion. Who was he afraid of? 

Lew reloaded for the last time. His concentration wasn't 
showing any signs of improvement. The snow made it difficult to 
pick up his brass, and his hand was slowly losing its feeling as the 
cold penetrated through the kid-leather shooting glove. He had 
backed up to a fifty feet, about the outside range he could expect 
to hit what he aimed at with a quick shot. Given a few seconds he 
could almost double that range. 

He finished filling the clip and slipped it into place, cocking 
the automatic and releasing the sleeve. His other hand was 
shaking. He stared at it. 

His whole body was suddenly tense. The hairs on his toes 
stood up like sentinels. An electric shock of fright raced up his 
legs and clutched at his gonads, locked him in place. A single 
impulse emerged from the hysterical vortex of his galloping 
dread: the intruder was watching him. Jesus, worse. Death, sure as 
a rifle barrel against his skull. Death, everyone's acquaintance and 
nobody’s friend, death had found him here. Right behind him. 
Watching him. Ready to strike. His heart raced and his vision 
dimmed. A thunder of sudden dread threatened his urinary 
continence. 

A shrill noise behind him sent a bolt of wrenching horror up 
his spine, and decided his next move. The noise drove him into a 
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blind panic and provided an instantaneous focus for his terror. 
Lew dropped to his knee as he spun around. The barrel of the Colt 
leveled and boomed once even as his eyes told him it was all some 
horrible mistake. 

“Dont shoot,’ the woman cried. He watched her tumble. 

S$s 

Lew saw Ms. Miyakawa fall. His panic, thunderous a second 
before, was now replaced by sallow apprehension, the precursor 
of radical remorse. He was sure hed killed her. 

“Are you hurt?” he called out as he ran. “Jesus, are you dead?” 

He arrived, knelt over her, and reached out to pull her over on 
her back. But she heaved suddenly, rolled over all by herself and 
sat upright. 

“Thank God!” He reached for her arm. “Were you hit?” 

Sumi pushed his arm away, “Get out of my face,” she 
whispered. 

“Oh, God. You're not dead! I thought Id killed you.” 

She sat back on her knees, breathed heavily. “No. I’m not dead. 
No thanks to you.” 

“You're all right.” He continued, pacing around her. “I mean, 
are you sure?” 

“Well, you missed me. You're a lot closer now, you want to try 
it again?” 

“You... You're not supposed to be up here.” Lew noticed the 
Colt still in his hand and jammed it into the inside pocket of his 
jacket. 

“T didn’t know you had orders to shoot on sight.” 

She stood and he started to brush the muddy snow from the 
back of her parka. She dipped her right hand into her pocket and 
pulled out a fist-full of Goose-down. She looked puzzled, and 
then angry. 
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“Stupid,” she spat, stamping in the mud. She pushed him away 
and wiped her face with the back of her hand. “Stupid, stupid, 
stupid! Look at my parka. Look at that hole!” She poked her finger 
through the bullet’s entrance hole. 

“Tll get you a new parka. Any one you like, you buy it. You 
send me the bill” 

“IT can buy my own clothes.” 

“Of course you can.” 

She pointed back at the field. “Goddammit! It was your neck I 
was saving. That crazy pet of yours was about to make a quick 
lunch of you.” 

“What?” 

“IT won't have it. Not on my island! It’s a damn dangerous beast. 

“Beast?” he mused aloud. Maybe his panic had jumbled his 
thinking, because she wasn't making any sense at all. 
“Dangerous?” 

“T can't believe this.” She pulled the parka’s hood forward over 
her head, tied it closely under her chin. “Stay the hell out of my 
way.” 

She pushed past him down the path. Then she stopped, and 
turned to face him. 

“It has to belong to you. There hasn't been a wild grizzly on 
these islands for decades.” 

“A bear?” He scanned the clearing. “A grizzly bear?” A 


c 


jackrabbit hopped lazily into the berry bramble. “..as a pet?” 

“Tt was there, out on the runway, big as a, well, a bear. Oh, it’s 
gone now. Bears don't like guns. Neither do I. You shouldn't let it 
out when you are doing your target practice.” 

“I don't know what you saw. But I haven't seen any bear— 
brown, black, green, or grizzly for that matter, on Midnight 


Island.” 
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They stood looking at one another. 

“Fine,” she said. “You want proof?” She pushed by him and 
walked out toward the center of the runway. 

“You were standing here. Right?” She pointed down at the 
place where he was last loading his pistol. 

Lew noticed a shiny brass shell casing nestled in the little cave 
it made when it fell in the snow. The memory of shooting at her 
crowded his mind. He pushed back at it. The terrible deed didn't 
happen, he reminded himself. Close doesn’t count. He felt about 
one percent better. It wasn’t as though they were going to go back 
to the station and have a laugh about this. Anyhow, the woman 
was still looking for a damn bear. 

“,..And the bear was coming up on you from your left. Over 
there.” 

She led the way. After a few yards she stopped. She went a 
couple feet further, scanning the unbroken snow. This went on 
until she came to the edge of the runway. 

“Goddamn it anyway.’ She sat in the snow. 

He sat down beside her. It was snowing much harder now and 
the wind was picking up. 

“You could have looked where I was pointing. The damn 
bear...” she grumbled, and then caught her stride again. “And here 
I thought you were just a harmless pervert.” 

“T already told you about that...” 

“Yeah, right, you said you climbed up there after my pussy...” 

“I was rescuing your damn cat.” 

“You were peeping though my window.’ 

“I was not peeping.” 

“All right, staring then, salivating for all I know.” 

“Give me a break.” 

“Then tell me about your bear.” 
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“My bear. Well, you see when I was a little tyke, I always kept a 
stuffed teddy. Yes, but it was never quite enough...” 

Sumi looked away from Lew as though watching for the bear’s 
return. 

“Tm not over the edge on this.” 

He wondered if she was speaking to him. They sat silently as 
the snow covered their shoulders. 

“T mean it all fits together, somehow. It must... somehow.” She 
took a deep breath and looked at him. 

Lew had decided to wait her out. He smiled benignly. 

“Say...” She hesitated. 

“Yeah?” Again with the smile. 

“Well, have you have any strange thoughts or dreams lately?” 
She said this a little too quickly and then glanced back to the 
clearing. 

“Strange?” How did she mean? “You mean stranger than what 
just happened here?” 

“Well, for example, have I, um...” 

“Yeah? 

Again the snow was really coming down. Sitting just next to 
him, her form was beginning to disappear under a white mantle. 

“Yeah?” he prompted her. 

“,.-have I ever appeared in your dreams...?” She looked at her 
feet. 

Now there was one come-on line hed never have the nerve to 
use. Only the way she said it, it didn't seem at all inviting. Truth 
was, hed thought a lot about her little Buddha body these last few 
weeks. He didn't plan on mentioning that. 

“Let me rephrase that,” she continued. “You had any 
nightmares that included me?” 
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Lew blew on his hands. The lady has a good body, but her 
mind is definitely twisted. 

“Okay. Here it is,” she said, “Why are you in mine?” 

“You have nightmares... about me?” 

“Every damn night.” 

“What do I do? Chase you around with a chain saw?” 

“You don't do anything” 

“Yeah, well I guess that’s scary enough...” 

“T mean, I can hear you talking” 

“Talking...” 

“Well, you don’t talk to me.” 

“T don't?” 

“No. I can hear you, though, and I wondered, well, I hoped 
maybe youd stop, you know?” 

“I get it” 

“You do?” 

“You want me to stay out of your dreams.” 

“You got it” She seemed relieved to have that out. 

“Ms. Miyakawa, you haven't been harvesting the runway lately, 
have you?” 

“T knew it was hopeless, talking to you.” She scowled and 
stood, turned her back and started quickly off towards the trail. 

“Hold on a minute.” Lew caught up with her. “You asked me if 
I had any strange thoughts. Well, I've been noticing some queer 
things the last few weeks.” 

They reached the edge of the forest. He was wondering if she 
had also noticed the intruder. 

“You heard anything wandering around after dark?” he 
continued. 

“No,” she said, too loudly. Stopping, she looked back at him. 
“Tell me, please” 


Snoquask 46 


“Well, I haven't either.” he admitted. 

“Oh, fine. Real good, Mr. Ranger, any other noises you haven't 
heard lately?” 

“T mean I haven't heard anything. But I’ve been noticing 
things.” This time he started down the path. 

She followed closely. “Things?” 

“Small things,” he said, “doors ajar, papers shuffled, things like 
that.” 

She thought for a minute. “Raccoon?” she wondered out loud. 

“Probably so. I suppose a very clever raccoon could open the 
door to my plane, leave the throttle pushed forward a bit and then 
close the door carefully behind it” 

“I don't need any of this, Ranger.” 

They stopped in unison. A wave of fear, like the inexorable 
blast of a low explosive, had caught up with them, the wake of a 
near death passing. She shuddered and he put his hand on her 
shoulder. She let him keep it there. The bullet had passed between 
them, connecting them by a fateful memory neither could escape. 

“We should get inside. I could fix something to eat...” 

She smiled at him and he missed her meaning by a good 
stretch and continued. “Make you a sandwich...” 

Her smile dropped, and he began to see that it was one of 
those times when retreat was the only safe move, except now, she 
wasnt going to let him off like that. Now theyd have to go 
through everything first. 

“A sandwich? First you try to kill me and then you invite me 
over for lunch. That’s the worst technique I’ve ever encountered. 
Next you'll club me over the head and drag me off by my hair. No, 
thank you, Mr. Ranger.’ Sumi cut down the trail toward the cove. 

“IT can understand. You're angry...” He called. 


Snoquask 47 


She stopped and turned around. “Angry! I’m only sorry that 
damn bear didn’t take your head off. How could you stand there 
and shoot at... at me. Why me?” 

He took off his hat and brushed the snow from it. “You can 
call the sheriff on my radio. I won't deny what happened, only...” 

“Tm not calling anyone,’ she said. 

“... only what precisely did happen?” he continued. “You've 
got your bear story. Well, I can’t help you much there, but I can 
swear I felt something. It was like death itself was right there 
breathing on my neck. And this feeling, it came out of nowhere. 
Something molten and stinking poured over me. I was 
suffocating. Then you screamed.” 

He glanced back at the clearing. “I panicked. I didn’t even 
really see you until my finger had already relaxed. If you hadn't 
dodged, Id have killed you. But I never meant to harm you.” 

She studied his face “It won't happen again?” 

“What do you think?” 

“Then it never happened. Okay?” 

“Fine, he whispered. 

“Fine.” She nodded and turned down the path. 

“Only that raccoon...” 

“Screw the raccoon,” she called out. 

“Tt isn’t a raccoon, I’m pretty sure.” 

She turned back again. “What are you trying to say?” 

“Someone’s been poking around the island.” 

“A thief?” 

“Well, if hed take something, I'd understand. But whoever this 
is, he doesn’t steal. I still don't like it. I thought you should know. I 
don’t mean to spook you.” 

“I came up here to ask you about my dreams. Now I doubt if 
lll be able to get any sleep at all” 
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“T just thought you should know...” 

“Stop it,” she yelled. “Just stop it. And you, you keep away from 
the cove.’ She quickened her pace down the path. Then she 
turned, gesturing with her fist. 

“You catch this mystery man of yours,” she shouted, “and if 
he’s got long white hair and a sad face—you tell him to stay the 
hell out of my dreams. And that goes for you, too. Goodbye, 
Ranger.’ She turned away, her eyes smarting with fear and anger. 

“You just forget about that bear,’ he said after her. “It wasn’t 
real” 

She thrust her hands into her coat pockets, hurling down the 
path as though she might outdistance the memory. 

That night she had the dream once more. 

It was her radio that woke her up the next morning. And it 
would not be until days later when she remembered. 

The only radio she owned was down on her boat. 


Snoquask 49 


Chapter 4 


The Jacobs Brothers 


Lew listened to the rain as it tapped and snaked down the skylight 
window over his bed. Crew’s quarters took the upper floor of 
what had once been the MacCormack estate's celestial 
observatory. Astronomy was Erin MacCormack’s passion, 
although he picked a curious place to practice his science. Or 
maybe he was just really into clouds. 

The TV weatherman predicts it two weeks at a shot. “Rain,” he 
says, tapping a pointer against the satellite photo. Standard winter 
Puget drizzle. Thirty-nine degrees and steady rain, day and night, 
pounding softly on Lew’s skylight. 

He rolled over on his stomach and pulled the sleeping bag up 
around his ears. If he was not looking forward to tomorrow, 
neither was he fearing it. In the end, it was really just another day 
to pass, to add quietly--if not, in the end, soberly--to the previous 
ones. He wondered if he would ever again wake up excited about 
the day ahead, if he could halt this endless round of sleeping and 
non-sleeping, of drinking in order to sleep and then dragging his 
ass out of the sack with no more intent than then he had dragged 
it in the night before. 

The beginning, however, was clear enough. It was Laila who 
first suggested volunteering. She put it to him then and there, and 
she didn’t let it rest. Daddy’s glory was still a turn on for her, Lew 
figured. Her father had met her mother in 68 while on leave in 


San Francisco from his second tour in Nam. Their family album 
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showed him in his Marine uniform, cap with just enough tilt, and 
the woman on his arm agleam with love. Or lust, if she was at all 
like her daughter. 

Lew wasn't quite ready for the whole Parris Island routine. 
That was Laila’s first big disappointment in him. Theyd only been 
married a couple months. Hed been laid off by the aircraft 
industry, and the only immediate job opportunities lay in what 
theyd started calling the “food service industry” —turning burgers 
with the high-school crowd for a training wage something below 
minimum. It was that or the army. 

Lew countered Laila’s leatherneck notion with an idea of his 
own: flying helicopters. He figured at least the training must be 
worth something. Besides, he was struck by the word “cavalry,” 
which brought up images of old John Ford westerns. Bugles and 
sabers. Flags a-flutter. A young Ben Johnson riding lickity-split 
across the desert. He actually passed his pilot training. It made 
everyone proud. He did his stint, flying some combat support, if 
you want to call it that, in Grenada. He stayed in the Reserves, 
which offered easy money and a chance to fly. 

He was enrolled in engineering courses at city college when he 
saw this ad in The Seattle Times for a job piloting in Kuwait for 
some oil cartel. Now there was a sweet job. Only Laila, of course, 
never fit in over there. Bikinis and martinis were more Laila’s 
style. After six months, she was climbing the walls. So Lew 
shipped her back to her family while he stayed to work out the 
rest of his contract. Then, one day, Saddam made his move south. 

Lew found himself besieged by wealthy Kuwaitis bidding in 
some unintelligible language for him to fly them south out of 
danger. They drove up in limousines and stuffed fat parcels of 
presumably soon-to-be-worthless Kuwaiti cash into his jacket 
pockets. He flew back and forth to Saudi Arabia four times, until 
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he started catching machine gun fire from some Russian-made 
Iraqi tanks. 

Lew had barely stashed all this Kuwaiti cash in a bank account 
in Riyadh when his military recall orders were forwarded through 
the American Embassy. Naturally, they flew him back stateside 
just so he could return to Saudi Arabia by ship. 

Laila loved him all the more, back in his dress serge. Shed met 
him at the Holiday Inn near the base down in Carolina, pulling 
off her T-shirt and giggling while he struggled with all the brass. 
He had no idea of the wanton effect a uniform would have on her, 
or he would have rented one on their honeymoon. 

In the KTO he thought about her quite a lot. Her greedy lips 
on his remained a moment he often tried to recall. He also 
thought about everything he had known and done that had sent 
him back to the Middle East. He thought about everywhere else 
he might be at that moment. Hell, he thought any thought that 
would remove his thoughts from what he was seeing and doing. 

Lew had realized on his first mission what an awful stupid shit 
he was, flying low above some nameless desert, above an unseen 
enemy supposedly determined to hold that real estate against any 
force. Saddam's Republican Guards had fought off suicide charges 
by the Iranian crazies. Word was, they weren't about to roll over 
and take it in the ass from some chicken-shit United Nations 
outfit. But then again, theyd never had to deal with so much 
ordnance before. 

That was the capper: in the end the war was a no show. 
Months of waiting, nights of flying, triple-A heavy at times, and 
then—suddenly--not. Four days of close air support and the land 
war was over, like some supernatural disaster. The storm that had 
raged over Kuwait ebbed and cleared, all but the smoke. 
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It was then that Lew’s own nightmare had begun. Nothing he 
had done before, no mission he had flown, no lecture nor 
simulation, nothing they could tell him prepared him for his next 
role. They called it simply “battle damage assessment,’ BDA. 
Collecting a body count the Pentagon never would release. This 
was for internal consumption only, that and a few extra hundred 
million or so in weapons sales. Video cameras running, flying 
under the smoke, his helicopter was ordered to follow the roads 
north. 

The retreating Iraqi army, battered by the air war, lied to by 
officers who had already deserted them, lay down there on the 
sand blown to pieces for mile after bloody mile. Unholy carnage, a 
sight few would witness. The ugly backstage of a very pretty 
military show. We killed them where they slept, we killed them 
when they stood, we killed them as they ran. Thirty-millimeter 
uranium-hardened shells leave very big holes in very thick armor. 
It seemed even the metal had burned. Lew flew with his crew in 
silence, and they returned to base with a wisdom they had never 
asked for and could now only drink to forget. That would have 
been it, bad as it was, but then he was sent north into occupied 
Iraq. 

It was during the first “cease fire” in Southern Iraq that it 
happened. He was in a tight turn, his gunship supporting an 
armored battalion in a night battle against a renegade force of 
Republican Guard tanks. The single bullet shattered the cargo 
suspension mirror, and punched a hole in the Plexiglas lower 
nose window. This narrowly missing both the armored bottom of 
the pilot’s seat and the bottom edge of his flack jacket. Insinuating 
itself up through his abdominal cavity, the bullet’s force 
obliterated his oblivion. This most determined little missile 
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carried with it all the fear Lew had managed until that instant to 
avoid. 

Amazingly, that tiny steaming meteor, lifting him screaming 
off his seat, hurt him less than the phone call Laila made to the 
hospital in Germany, where she was supposed to join him. 
Instead, she called just to say “I wanted to tell you this instead of 
writing.” 

The letter he would get later from her lawyer. 

Lew’s escape from Laila turned out to be another reason he 
had to be thankful to Saddam. Not even her father, who had 
bullied her since she could first stand up, could keep Laila from 
moving on to the next man once Lew was overseas. The old 
bastard even wrote to him—soldier to soldier, like—to tell him 
what a silly cunt his daughter was and that he was better off 
without her. It was the only time Lew ever agreed with him, 
although it was a little late: On their wedding day her father had 
pulled him aside to tell him what a complete princess he was 
getting and hed better treat her right or there would be fucking 
hell to pay. 

It took a lot of time to destroy the fantasy of Laila that hed 
constructed while he was in the KTO. As things had gotten uglier 
around him, Laila had only become more beautiful. The reality 
was clear enough, but only after the fact. He clearly disliked Laila- 
the-person, and he could even feel sorry for the next poor bastard 
that got mixed up with her. It was Laila-the-idea, Laila-the- 
beautiful-goddess-fetish, that still had her lips firmly planted 
around his fantasy need. But would she ever let go? What the hell, 
as his old crew chief would likely tell him: this was all crap. If he 
were honest with her, hed admit that he really missed getting his 
hands on those tits. And if he were honest with himself, hed 
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figure out that what really bothered him was the possibility that 
he was just like Laila. 

Lew missed all the parades. By the time he got out of the 
hospital, the Arabs were back at it, managing the global oil market 
and cursing the Israelis. He stopped off in Riyadh, astonished by 
the balance of his account. All those supposedly worthless 
Kuwaiti dollars again backed by the Emir converted into 
American dollars; all those beautiful zeros. Christmas in October. 

He turned down an offer to go back to work for Kuwaiti oil; 
flying over that desert was the last place he wanted to be. He had 
his money transferred to a bank in Seattle where he got a good tax 
lawyer who saved about half of it for him, enough to buy the 
condo, an amphibious plane and, later, the Chris-Craft motor 
cruiser, with a few triple-A bonds still in the bank. He felt rich, 
not by Kuwaiti standards, but enough not to worry about working 
his butt off in some factory, at least not right off. 

He liked his view-condo on Capital Hill, and life in the city 
with money to spend was just about everything it should be. 
There was ready cash and weekend bashes with women he didn’t 
care anything about and who desperately wanted to marry him. 
Those few women he wanted were already too well mannered — 
or too well married — to get into bed with him. 

By the end of that year the weekends were already getting old, 
and he was feeling stale. Besides the boredom, he started to hear 
things; loud city noises made him jump. Drop a dumpster on the 
street and youd find him on his stomach grabbing the asphalt. A 
quick war and the fast life just didn’t mix for Lew. 

The Gulf was supposed to be a “good” war. George Bush said it 
would take away that nasty Vietnam odor, that putrid stench of 
defeat and dishonor that hounded the Vietnam veterans. Lew was 


supposed to feel damn good about his own small part in this 
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national military douche. Only he didn’t feel good at all. Just older 
and jumpy for no reason. 

He started carrying a pistol after dark, and he practiced with it 
a couple times each week down at the Reserve range. One 
morning he found the pistol while going through his pockets for 
his checkbook at Albertson's. He held it up, trying to remember 
why he had brought it along. The nice Mormon checkout lady 
fainted, and the cops, they weren't amused at all. 

That’s when he took the job with the Forest Service. He spent a 
couple years getting into the system, gaining a little seniority, and 
then the Midnight Island post came open. And here he was. What 
was left of him. Lew closed his eyes and listened to the rain. 

S$§ 

Gary Cooper Jacobs lurked in the corner booth of the 
darkened bar and kept an eagle eye on the front door. Winslow 
Fireweed Jacobs was at the pay phone pounding the heel of his fist 
softly on the rough vertical cedar of the wall while he listened. 
The youngest brother, Jake (Watimenlok Jacobs Ganhada), 17 
years old, stayed out back on the deck, watching for the patrol 
boat. The brothers’ craft was tied up down below on the 
Swinomish channel near the stairs that came up at the backside of 
the Fyne Tyme Tavern, a cavernous wooden structure built out 
over the channel. 

Gary’s eyes roved around the room. If he was looking for 
trouble, he need not look far, for trouble was evident in his 
brother’s face. He looked instead to see if anyone recognized 
them. He inspected the wooden booths that lined the adjacent 
two walls, each booth lit by a dim bare light bulb, dangling on a 
cord from the ceiling. 

A long, stainless bar occupied the third side, a bar without 


stools in, in fact, a room without any moveable furniture. What 
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could be moved could be thrown and had long since been 
smashed. (On weekends the Fyne Tyme served its beverages in 
paper cups to reduce the expected number of serious head 
wounds.) Toward the rear of the room, across a wooden dance 
floor, stood a small stage crowded against the back windows. A 
side door led out to a rear deck and the toilets. Twenty feet below 
at high tide, the brackish water drifted aimlessly. The brothers’ 
speedboat rode the wash of the incoming fishing boats. 

Winslow slammed the receiver down. It bounced and fell 
dangling on its armored cable. He headed out the rear door. 

“What the fuck happened, Win?” Gary asked, following him 
out. Freeing the painter he hopped aboard while Jake took care of 
the stern line. Win yanked savagely at the starting rope of the big 
Mercury outboard. The electric starter had gone out three weeks 
past, and the Merc was a bitch to pull. The engine caught and Win 
jumped into the driver's seat. The boat shot forward in a tight arc, 
heading down channel under the bridge. 

“What's going on?” said Gary. 

“The pigs made me, stupid.” 

Gary sat heavily on the seat. “Then you're screwed.” 

“Captain says I better fix it, or...” 

“Or what?” 

Win gave his younger brother a knowing scowl. “Shit. What 
do you think?” 

Jake crouched in the entrance to the tiny forward hold, 
clutching the automatic rifle. His eyes were bright with the same 
fear that crawled through Gary’s gut. 

“So now we got to kill him,” Win said 

“Who?” said Jake dreamily. 

“The narc, dildo. We got to fuckin’ pwn his ass.” 
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“Narc?” Jake's mind registered the logic of this, while rebelling 
from the message itself. 

“What are you talking about?” Gary yelled. “You think you're 
Jet Li? Shit, Win. You crazy? Anyhow, this was your move all the 
way. I don’t care how you get yourself out of it, but you are not 
taking us down with you, ‘specially little Jake. You told mom you 
wouldn't get Jake into trouble. I promised mom I wouldn't let 
you.” 

“I know,’ Win grinned, “I'm a big disappointment. Jake here, 
he’s my right arm.’ 

Win reached down and collared Jake, pulling him close, 
slapping him on the back. 

“He's a kid.” Gary put his hand on Jake’s sleeve. Jake jerked his 
arm back. 

“Captain, he seemed awful anxious to see this narc dead,” said 
Win. “We take care of this, and we score big points with the man.” 

“No, big brother. Youd better just split. Catch your bus in 
Everett, and don't get off until there’s nothin’ but palm trees out 
the window.’ 

“Then what? Pick oranges like a greaser for three bucks a day? 
Hey! Fuck that.” Win steered them toward the open Sound and 
pushed the throttle forward. The boat planed over the winter 
Puget chop. “Listen to me. Here's the good part. Before I kill this 
here narc, I twist his toes a bit, find out how he wormed into the 
Captain's organization. You remember what Grandfather said? 
Shit, we're Flying Eagle Clan. Don't ever forget, he said. Flying 
Eagle Clan’s got the power. That narc will talk all right. Then I got 
me information. Captain, he'll deal with us. You gonna see...” Win 
grinned at his brothers. Hed thought this up himself. It sounded 
like something youd see on T.V. That smart. 

“Where we going?” Jake whined. 
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“Dont worry, little brother. The power’s on our side.” 

“Unlike the rest of the fuckn’ world.’ Gary sat on the torn vinyl 
seat and pulled up his windbreaker against the rising spray. 

S$s 

Lew woke up, rolled on his back and tucked the bag around 
his chin, sinking into a mid-week, mid-winter, mid-life kind of 
funk. He was thinking about her bear. The problem was, in his 
memory Lew could almost see the ugly bruin. Certainly he had 
felt its lethal breath. 

The fact of it was, he had actually shot at the woman, and with 
deadly intent. It spooked him something terrible just to think 
about. But how could he not think about it? 

The sleeping bag was clammy from the damp cold and the 
beers he had sweated out in his sleep. A little sun and he could 
hang it out. Then again he might as well take his dirty laundry 
over to La Conner, where he could clean his sheets, too, and the 
duffel full of slowly moldering denim and Fruit-of-the Loom 
used-to-be whites he had been picking through the last few 
weeks. Wash up the lot, have a real breakfast, maybe look up 
Lorene. 

Nothing doing here but the long delayed task of clearing the 
blackberries away from the runway. Damn plants were worse than 
concertina wire. The only consolation was that the herbicide 
theyd sprayed on the runway had missed some of the marijuana. 
He always found a few sturdy plants tucked back in the berries. 
Lew turned back on his stomach and closed his eyes. Again he 
remembered shooting at the woman. The memory dug at him. It 
suggested a growing derangement. 

He forced his eyes open and watched a flock of crows wing 
across the narrow skylight window in the grim dawn light. He 
had never before considered himself unbalanced in a dangerous 
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way. Instead of relieving his anxiety, the isolation of Midnight 
Island could be feeding it. But if he couldn't handle society, and 
isolation was too much for him, his options didn't look real broad. 

He imagined her body after a .45 slug had found it. Only he 
didn't have to only imagine it. Hed seen more than a few bodies 
like that on the road to Baghdad. 

A few days after the incident he had gone down to talk with 
her. Took along some cash for her damaged parka, hoping to clear 
the air. He didn’t want her thinking of him like that. Like 
someone who shoots at people. 

He asked her if she had figured out what she had really seen. 
That made her angry and she told him to go. She had seen what 
she had seen, why hadn't he seen it? Some attitude she had. 

He turned on his back and stretched. There were plenty of 
other jobs around. Plenty of money to be made piloting for the 
offshore oil industry in Louisiana. Something to think about over 
breakfast. Lew had just about talked himself into getting out of 
bed when he heard someone pounding on the door. 
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Chapter 5 


The Rescue 


“Ranger. You in there? Why don't you answer?” Fists thudded 
briskly against the wood. 

Lew sat up and pulled on the jeans he had dropped by the bed. 
“Ms. Miyakawa?” he called, surprised at the sound, and then the 
tone, of her voice. 

He raced down the stairs and opened the front door. 

“Damn it all? She rushed in past him. “There’s a boat in 
trouble up-Sound. Some deputy’s been trying to reach you for 
twenty minutes. Don’t you listen for your radio? What kind of 
ranger are you” 

“Tm the demented pervert type, remember? I only use the 
radio for obscene broadcasts.” 

Lew had snared the top shirt off the duffel. He jerked it over 
his head as he led her back through the common room to the 
station’s radio room. “I was trying to sleep, O.K.? I didn’t hear any 
message.” 

The radios power light burned magenta. “Besides, the Coast 
Guard handles boat accidents.” He grabbed up the microphone. 
“Larry knows that.” 

Larry Cunningham worked as the deputy sheriff of Island 
County. Lew flipped the call switch. 

“Island Central. Island Central. This is Midnight Island 
Ranger One. Do you read? Over.” 
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“Ranger One. This is Island Central. Go ahead, luv. Over.” That 
was Maureen at the Sheriff’s office in Friday Harbor. She must 
have pulled the graveyard shift. Upstairs the remote speaker 
echoed her voice. Lew switched it off. 

“Morning, Maureen, get me Larry. Over.” 

“The deputy has not reported in yet, Lew. You know what time 
it is? Over.” 

“Do me a favor and see if he'll answer on his truck radio. 
Over.” 

“Roger. Hang on Ranger One, Over.” 

Lew gestured toward the kitchen. “Put some water on for 
coffee, will you? Make it instant; we might have to run. If Larry’s 
driving around out there he’s probably near the scene right now.” 
He thought a minute. “Could be he needs me to fly an evac run. 
What frequency is your radio set for?” 

“He was calling you,” she called from the kitchen. “Something 
about a boat on fire off Larkin’s Inlet. “Lew, come in buddy, we got 
us a boat burning off Larkin’s Inlet? He kept repeating this. You 
didn’t answer, so I ran up...” 

“Ranger One, this is Island Central. Over” 

“Go ahead Island Central. Over.” 

“The deputy does not respond. Over.” 

“Roger, Central. Did you monitor any emergency call about a 
boat on fire somewhere? Over.” 

“Negative. Do you wish to report an accident? Over.” 

“Negative, Maureen. Have a good one. Ranger One over and 
out.” 

“Td rather have you, luv. Central over and out.” 

He replaced the microphone. 

“If Larry had called I would have heard it on the speaker 
upstairs. Someone must be playing a sick joke on you.” 
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She returned with a mug of coffee and took a sip from hers. 

“You're wrong, she said. “Something is happening out there.” 

“If he calls again, Maureen will handle it” 

She held her arms crossed in front of her and glared at the 
radio’s power light. 

“He called. He did call” 

She turned and walked uncertainly toward the door. She 
stopped and turned to face him. “We’ve got to check it out.” 

“Meaning?” 

“Meaning we get in that helicopter of yours and cruise.” 

“Listen, Ms. Miyakawa, I can’t go up chasing every...” 

She scowled. “I have to know. I’ve just got to.” 

Her hand touched the patch she had sewn on her parka. 

Five minutes later Lew was running through the Sikorsky’s 
start-up routine. Sumi perched in the back on the jump seat. He 
turned and caught her looking at him, startled by the load of fear 
in her eyes. Again this woman insisted on bringing her fear with 
her. 

“This isn’t some sort of thing with you, is it?” he asked. 

“Thing?” 

“A plan to get me fired, or some kind of kinky game” 

“Kinky? Whos the one with the gun fetish?” 

“What about your mystery bear?” 

“We going to argue, or are we going to check out that boat?” 

“All right, all right.” He knew from bitter experience that 
arriving too late can be worse than not at all. His mind skipped 
back to the KTO. 

The F16 had gone down south of Kuwait city. He flew the 
med-evac copter. Skimming above the desert, he had counted the 
seconds until arrival. Over the radio came frantic messages, 


landing coordinates interrupted by automatic rifle fire and 
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truncated shouts. The seconds slowed to minutes. Suddenly 
ahead, red smoke billowed over the dunes. The first pass 
confirmed the worst of it: the pilot had company. Tracers erupted 
from a dug-in tank, and savage metal insects bit the escort 
Gunship, which twitched and climbed but finally succumbed to 
their stings, spiraling sloppily into the sand. Below, a line of Iraqi 
armor converged on the downed pilot. In a matter of seconds, 
there was nobody down there left to rescue. Lew did a one-eighty. 
He returned to base with one wounded door gunner and the 
knowledge of what “too late” could mean for everyone. 

A sudden stab of pain in his gut reminded Lew of the time he 
didn't arrive at all. He grimaced as he prepared the Sikorsky for 
flight. A familiar buzz of anger crowded his emotions, looking for 
an object. Anger told him to shut the Sikorsky down and tell this 
woman to stay the hell out of his life. 

There remained in his mind, however, a slim chance that she 
might somehow know something, that out there a boat was 
actually in flames. There was that and only one other possibility: 
They don't find any boat. This boat of hers turns out no more real 
than her goddamn bear and he sees in her face that it’s all in her 
mind and that she realizes this, too. Either way, he figured it was 
worth the trip. 

An icy February drizzle shrouded the helicopter pad, blowing 
bitter cold in the downdraft from the blades. It bit at Lew’s face 
when he hopped out to kick the stays from the pontoons. 
Jumping back onto the flight chair, Lew strapped himself in. He 
jammed the headset over his ears and flicked on the radio. His 
hands moved in their practiced ritual over the control panel 
switches, while his eyes urged the dial’s arc toward take-off power. 
If she was right about that boat, the turbine’s warm-up period was 
stealing precious minutes. Lew throttled up and felt a surge tear 
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the machine free of the ground. Above the firs he wrenched the 
helicopter around, heading north. 

The sunrise was a still a silver crease at the edge of a darkly 
shaded mashed-potato sky. Lew flew lower now, 90 feet over the 
troubled waters of Puget Sound. The south wind picked up riptide 
waves, forming blustery whitecaps on the chill dark water. 

They flew in a grim silence for nearly a half hour when ahead 
he saw a flash of orange and gray smoke joining a grayer sky. 

“Dont say you can't see that,” she pointed, excited. 

“Holy shit” He nodded and pressed the foot switch for his 
microphone. “Island Central, this is Ranger One. Come in. Over.’ 

“Ranger One.” 

“T have confirmation of vessel on fire. Repeat, there is a vessel, 
looks like a gill-netter, on fire off Larkin’s Inlet” He scanned the 
Channel. “I see no other boats in the immediate vicinity. Please 
advise. Over.” 

“Roger. Do you wish Coast Guard support, Ranger One? 
Over.” 

“Where's their nearest chopper? Over.” 

“Hold on Ranger One. Over.” 

Sumi had come up behind Lew’s chair. Ahead the flames were 
clearly visible against the gunmetal horizon. The tide was running 
on them, Lew noticed. The current below was too swift to make a 
safe water landing. 

“You'll have to run the hoist,” he yelled back. 

“Hoist?” 

He glanced around to where the hoist normally hung from its 
rail, inside the top edge of the bay door. An empty hook stood 
bare where the motor should be. The motor was in several small 
pieces on the workbench where he had disassembled it to repack a 
gear. Somehow he lost a bushing, had to order up a new one. It 
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hadn't arrived in Anacortes yet. So no hoist and no possible 
landing. He prayed she was crazy and not clairvoyant. 

“Tm a forest ranger, damn it, not a fucking rescue team,” he 
shouted to her. And to himself, “Shit!” 

The Sikorsky was an adequate taxi for women in labor and 
accident victims on isolated islands. With a trained crew and a 
working hoist, Lew had twice pulled climbers off ledges. But this, 
this one gave him a bitter foretaste of disaster. Thirty seconds till 
arrival, he figured. 

“Ranger One?” The radio spoke. 

“Ranger One.” 

“Fifty minutes on the Coast Guard chopper. Over.” 

“That's about a half hour too late, Maureen. Get an ambulance 
out here. I'll do what I can. Over.” 

“Then it’s your game, Lew. Standing by. Over.” 

“Wonderful, Maureen. Over and out.” 

The boat was a squat gill-netter. Flames had engulfed the small 
cabin and flickered over its bow. The boat circled slowly, moving 
with the tide out into the main channel. Lew checked the water. 
No swimmers, no bodies. He looked to shore, maybe eighty yards 
away, but no survivors clung to the mussel shoals. 

“Where the hell’s Larry?” Lew scanned the shore for Larry’s 
pickup. The deputy made the original report almost an hour ago. 
Why would he leave the scene? And why didn't Maureen hear his 
radio call? 

The Sikorsky was over the craft now. Its rotors fanned the 
flames and scattered smoke, making it nearly impossible to see. 
Leaning his head out the open side flap, Lew spotted something. 
He could just make out a man wearing a red flannel shirt, 
sprawled motionless in the stern. Moving the helicopter back to 
clear the smoke, Lew saw that the boat’s bow was giving way. 
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“Oh, my god!” Sumi shouted. As they watched, the deck of the 
bow collapsed inward in a cloud of smoke and sparks. 

Suddenly there was movement. The man sat upright, leaning 
on the gunwale. His other hand felt through long silver locks of 
hair to a spot of dark crimson. 

“Look, he’s alive,” she said. “Do something!” 

The man in the boat turned to the noise of the rotors and 
stood blinking in their down wash. Lew moved over the burning 
boat, low enough to feel the heat, and reached beneath him, 
where the extra life vest was stored. He slid open the door and 
moved in even closer. 

The fisherman attempted to stand but fell back. He seemed 
dazed as he looked up. Lew measured the distance and dropped 
the vest. It struck the gunwale. Reaching out, the fellow caught its 
strap. He struggled into it, but he didn't inflate the vest. Instead he 
bent over, pulling at his feet. They were caught in a tangle of 
fishing net. He tugged at this with both hands. 

Steam replaced smoke as the boat started to slide under the 
current. The first wave swept over the fisherman’s legs. In 
desperation he kicked out, but his feet were held securely as 
struggling salmon by the nets. Then he thrust his head up and 
stood, arms outstretched. His mouth opened in a yell loud 
enough to be heard above the rotor’s roar. 

He stared up at the helicopter with a look too filled with 
contempt to be beseeching. A look that spoke of bitter 
disappointment rather than panic. A look that made her scream. 

“It’s him,” she cried. “Jesus, it’s him” 

Her scream had sent a jolt of fear up Lew’s spine. “You know 
this man?” he yelled. 

“Oh, God! No, no. It’s him,” she moaned. “From my dreams.” 
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She cradled her torso with her arms and rocked, moaning. She 
stared down at the man. 

“You okay?” he yelled. 

“Get me out of here,” she hissed. 

“What about him?” 

“Get me out?” 

Lew looked down. 

The man’s head drooped. He spread his hands on the water. 
He seemed to be welcoming the waves that circled his waist. The 
stern sucked under, his head disappeared. Then it bobbed to the 
surface, collared by bright orange. He had inflated the life vest. Its 
added buoyancy unreeled the net and kept him afloat. Banking 
the Sikorsky sharply, Lew headed for the nearest shore. 
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Chapter 6 


500 oz Troy 


The helicopter bounced on the narrow, sloping rocky beach, a 
landing spot barely wide enough with the ebbing tide. Lew cut the 
power. Out on the waters, he saw the head bob one final time. 
Then it disappeared into the deadly winter chill. The net must 
have caught fast. 

“Get some help,’ Lew yelled. He pulled off his shoes and 
jacket. “I saw a cabin over the ridge. Then get to the road; the 
ambulance should be coming in any time now. Go on.” Lew dug 
into the emergency bag stowed under the copilot’s seat, where he 
found his sheath knife and stuffed this into his belt. 

She sat in the helicopter. “Leave him be,’ she mumbled, 
shivering. 

“He'll die out there” 

“He'll die anyway. I'll kill him.” 

“Go on, he yelled, jerking her out and to her feet on the 
beach. “Get some help. You brought me out here, now I can’t do it 
all myself” 

She stared out at the Sound. 

“Get going!” He pushed her toward the ridge. She turned away 
and sprinted into the brush. 

Lew quickly picked his way through the barnacle-sharpened 
rocks until he was waist deep and then plunged into the waves. 
Stroking out, he wished he knew more about the currents in the 
inlet. He fought against the drift that pushed him on a tangent to 
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the line leading to the spot where the man went down. His chest 
heaved against the chill water. As he swam he grew scared of what 
he might find down in the dark waters. What scared him worse 
than the Sound right then, and that only barely, was the idea he 
shouldn't try to save the old man. 

When he reached what he hoped was the right spot, Lew took 
five quick breaths and dove. He struggled downward, the heavy 
current sucking him sideways. Tide-dredged sediment clouded 
his vision. The body below him, invisible in the darkening water, 
was probably, already dead; now, Lew was running out of breath. 

He could barely make out his own hands as they grabbed at 
the murky water, pulling him lower. His lungs burned and dire 
reason ordered him to surface. He reluctantly obeyed. As he 
twisted, tasting defeat along with his fear, he caught a flash of red 
to his right and slightly above. It was the dead man. The body was 
oddly rigid, stretched between the net and the buoyant orange 
vest that crowded its chin. The arms hung limp as the lanky white 
hair that shrouded the face. Realizing that the old man was dead 
spurred Lew’s anxious need to find the surface. The Coast Guard 
could send down divers for the body. It wasn’t going anywhere. As 
he kicked out, the tidal flow pushed him close to it. 

The body swiveled slightly in the current and Lew caught a 
momentary glimpse of the face. A pair of eyes moved to meet his. 
The man, suddenly far from dead, caught Lew’s left wrist, jerking 
him close. Lew yanked his arm back to break this hold, but the 
man’s grip only tightened. 

Aware only of his own desperate need for oxygen and the 
man’s powerful fist clamped on his wrist, Lew’s right hand found 
the knife in his belt. This he swung, aiming for the man’s heart 
through the gap below his sternum. There was frantic strength in 
this jab, guided by the knowledge that the first blow must succeed. 
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The hand gripping Lew’s yanked his arm sideways, deflecting 
the blade, which slid harmlessly behind the man’s back. 
Momentum brought them close, face to face. The old man’s eyes 
opened wider, capturing Lew’s. 

A shrill noise broke through the water, a dreadful shriek, like 
the sound of a slug of molten aluminum hitting a quenching bath. 
Only this time the molten metal was inside Lew’s head. The sound 
ground into his mind, replacing the panic and all sense of his 
surroundings. It occupied him as an army would a defenseless 
hamlet. It filled him completely. It stunned him, so he did not feel 
the fellow take the knife from his hand and slice the net, nor the 
rush of water as the life vest buoyed them both toward the 
surface. 

Bursting out of the clouded water, Lew instinctively began to 
tread. He sputtered and gasped several quick breaths, his lungs 
spastic from the cold. His panic subsided along with the noise, 
which had disappeared the moment his head cleared the water. 
He fought through the confusion that momentarily made him 
think he was back at the YMCA being dunked by his elder 
brother’s savage buddies. The salty waves that smacked him in the 
face belied that notion. He bumped against the man’s body and 
swiveled, surprised. Then he remembered it all, up to the point 
where the noise began. He grabbed hold of the old man. 

The other’s eyes fluttered and closed. His body went limp, and 
Lew turned him on his back to keep his head up. The man was 
still breathing, but he didn’t look too good. Glancing around, Lew 
spotted the shore. The tidal current was pulling them parallel to it, 
past the north point of the inlet and out into the open Sound. Lew 
kicked out against the flow, one hand on the life vest, the other 
arm stroking clumsily through the chop. When he looked again 
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he could see that the current was winning. He kicked out harder 
and changed direction to compensate. 

Lew put his arm over the man’s chest and changed sides. His 
legs were cramping, and he could not continue any one stroke for 
long. If he let go, he could make it to shore easily. But then, he 
figured, everything else would get difficult. It was not the failure, 
Lew knew. He had tasted failure enough to know that it hurts 
momentarily but then lets go of you if you let it. It was remorse 
that kept returning, and that was colder than this frigid winter 
Sound. 

Lew stopped looking toward the shore between the bucking 
waves that filled his mouth, choking him while he swam. Looking 
didn't bring it any closer. Instead he watched the man’s face, 
framed by the vest. The head was large; its closed eyes surrounded 
by creases running up to the forehead and by a maze of tiny lines 
radiating toward his ears. The face looked old, older than any Lew 
could remember. Older than his grandfather, who died old. Below 
the eyes broad cheekbones showed blue-white now, where the 
skin was drawn tight by the cold. The ragged wound on the man’s 
scalp was bleeding softly, blood mixing with the waters. A broad 
mouth spanned a mostly beardless chin, wedged against the life 
vest. 

Leaning on the vest, Lew rested. His dangling feet touched 
rock and he twisted to see the beach only a few yards away. With 
that, he missed seeing the man’s lips draw into a shallow smile. 

S$s 

Lew floated in an ocean of freezing pain penetrating his body 
from all sides. He kicked out spasmodically. The movement only 
intensified the pain. Finally, exhausted, he lay quiet when the cold 
abruptly gave way to heat. Scalding waves lapping over his body 


again and again: a new pain, no less excruciating than the 
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previous. He retreated from this new pain, searching for death, 
shutting down, moving into a blessed darkness. A dull worry 
registered in his mind. Something about giving up. Everybody 
gives up, his mind countered. Everybody surrenders. 

Lew suddenly felt another's presence. A point of light grew 
and softened into recognition. It was the old man’s face. Two 
hands reached for him and held his head while the gazing eyes 
searched his face. Lew tried, but he could not avoid staring back. 
While he stared, the pain returned. A terrible crushing feeling 
enveloped him, the gross physical sensation matched by a 
profound sense of isolation, as though he were a child abandoned 
by his mother to a brutal foe. The face itself was not kind. The 
eyes menaced him. What was more, the noise returned, muted yet 
insistent. The face dipped and a mouth touched his chest. 
Instantly the pain began to pale, replaced by a different agony, the 
familiar pain of cramping muscles. The mouth retreated and Lew 
rocked gently in the pain, rocking slowly, so slowly, wishing the 
noise would stop just for a moment. Something touched him. He 
opened his eyes. 

It was light out. She was lying beside him, her arm thrown 
over his chest. Above them he saw a ceiling of rough-hewn wood. 
He looked at her. Who was she? He moved his hand and slowly 
pushed the curtain of black hair from her face. She opened her 
eyes. 

“Lew, the woman whispered, “Oh, God, Lew, you're all right!” 
She raised up on her hands and she smiled. 

“Ms. Miyakawa!” Lew spoke, half in question, half 
exclamation. 

She moved quickly off the bed. Lew studied her, astonished by 
her nakedness, as though he were a kid at a strip show. She bent 


to pull the covers back over him. He reached up weakly and 
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touched her breast. To test the dream he was sure this was. She 
pulled back out of reach. 

“Nothing you haven't seen before, Ranger. I guess you are all 
right, aren't you? Good. I'll go see about some breakfast.” 

“Breakfast?” That’s right, he remembered, he hadn't had any 
yet today. “I must have dozed off. What time is it?” 

“You mean what day is it. You’ve been out for two days.” 

“Two days!” He sat up and steadied himself on one arm. 
“What kind of a cheap hospital is this?” 

The room was tiny and stank of old fish. The walls were 
vertical cedar, board and batten. And the ceiling showed ragged 
tarpaper under the cedar roof shakes. A couple of rickety straight- 
backed wooden chairs stood in front of a black metal wood stove, 
which vented through the wall. Opposite the bed was a large 
cherry wardrobe, padlocked. Along three walls were small 
casement windows, grimy from soot and cook smoke, that 
reluctantly let pass what light they did not consume. The floor 
planks were wide bare fir, worn deeply in a circle in front of the 
stove. A few cast iron pots and pans hung from nails, and a couple 
of old coats, including his flight jacket, hung on the door. 

“Hospital? This is Johnny’s cabin, the one you spotted next to 
Larkin’s Inlet.” 

“What the hell is...?” 

“Dont get your shorts in a bunch. You're fine, just like Johnny 
said youd be. I wish hed come back. He said it would only be a 
few hours. That was yesterday.” 

“Whos been taking care of me? Who’ this Johnny fellow?” 

“Hello! You saved his life. You dove in and pulled him out of 
the water.” 

“That's right, the old man.” He remembered swimming into 
the Sound, and then...nothing... nothing at all until just now. 
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“This.” She motioned at the bed and shrugged. “Well, this was 
all his idea. He said that First Nation women would do this to 
keep their men warm, the ones who had fallen overboard on the 
whale hunts. He should know. He’s Chuckanut Johnny, the last of 
the Lamish shamans.” 

For an instant her nakedness seemed to bother her and she 
colored. She saw him watching her. 

“Damn, I’ve never been able to control that.” She wiggled into 
her jeans, buttoned up her blouse and gave him a shy smile. 

“Their men? Ms. Miyakawa, I had no idea...” 

“Keep it that way. Like I said, this was Johnny’s idea. And call 
me ‘Sumi’; I guess you can say we're acquainted.” 

While she dressed, Lew closed his eyes and tried to 
remember...to remember, sure, and also to get this crazy noise out 
of his head. 

S$s 

“Old friend, if you can hear me, there is much I must say.” 
Snoquask crouched in the rain near a boulder in a small field 
surrounded by a dense boreal forest. He looked closely at the rock 
for a minute, surveying its surface, and then continued. 

“You are quite beyond my feeble talents, my friend, but I must 
speak a truth, and there are others who should not hear what I 
have to say.” 

Snoquask looked around and tested the air. He sent out a 
finding song and waited until it returned unanswered. Convinced 
that there were no intruders on the island, that he and his friend 
and the many dead—who would not be listening at that time of 
day—were the only ones capable of hearing his speech, Snoquask 
spoke louder. 

“T have done it, elder brother. I have captured the song of one 
who is without song, the spirit of a white man who never knew he 
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had one. I lured him into a qweykwa and came off with his song. 
It is mine now, and Coyote! He wont get it back until I'm sure he’s 
the one. Give it back, shit. I should spit this puny song into a 
sewer. Gixpidwadu, Tsugiglali, Mowitchdanu, Dokibatxe: all of 
them are gone, you hear? Their Names—their Names remain 
unsung. Coyote! I should stomp this white turd, but it would only 
soil my boots.” He hesitated, quelled his anger. 

“I started down that river once before. Do you remember? 
Heyya! I can never forget. But this. This is your doing. How can 
you sit there? I did what the vision said must be done. Yes, old 
friend, and my song is weary from the wrongness of this.” 

Snoquask shook his head dejectedly and sat in the mud, 
cradling his head with his arms. “What did you keep from me 
when we shared this vision? What is hidden that I alone must 
discover? The times are not so good for this, you know. Nowadays 
I cannot see what is coming. Is that because I will die soon? 
Woodpecker, he saw it. So did she. Did you? And will my Name 
go unspoken, as Tsugiglali said? Have you felt the end? If you can 
see, won't you lend me your vision? Can the truth not die with 
some dignity?” 

Snoquask started up a slow song of mourning. Sitting amidst 
the dead he felt as near to their company as he did to the living. 
He fell silent, pensive. He sat and waited. The sun set, and he slept 
where he sat. He woke before it rose again. 

“Old friend, I dreamed well. Yes, I will bring him here and test 
him, let Raven play with him a while.” Snoquask laughed, 
remembering his first lesson with Raven. His laughter rebounded 
through the trees and stirred up a few grumbles from the sleeping 
dead. Snoquask cut it off and whispered, “I am old. That’s true 
enough. And the whites are madmen still. If it wasn’t for your 
vision... Heyya, who can say? When you foretold I would be 
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banished from The Clan, I must admit I was damn angry. Who 
would dare banish Snoquask? Forgive me, elder brother. Iam a 
fool and much too proud, as fools will be. I have spent these many 
years alone, waiting for this day. I have missed the conclaves 
greatly. But now The Clan is ignorant of what I have done. I doubt 
they realize I still sing, though Woodpecker still guards the 
clearing. He won't say anything to them, I think. I gave him quite 
a fright, the old bird. Woodpecker was useless to me. My vision is 
no longer clear. I need another to see for me. If only you could 
speak...” 

Snoquask stood. “You are also alone, my friend, or have you 
joined with the sky that pisses on you? You chose not to witness 
the end. You were right in that. I find each day now a terrible 
time. There is no joy in anything I do. My pecker is a dry stick. 
The waters have left me. My spawn will not again return to the 
Power Flow. The end, it comes too soon. Tell me what you see!” 

Snoquask waited as a wooly sun rose behind a bank of clouds. 
The rain swirled. The trees swayed. The rock remained silent, still 
as a stone. He waited and became weary. He sat again and waited 
some more. He sat through the morning and a thundering rain 
squall. 

He stood at last, his limbs rigid from the cold, his joints 
protesting any movement. “Bah! You're no better than 
Woodpecker. How can you ask me to do this monstrous thing?” 

He waited a final time, as only a shaman can wait, after which 
he spoke. “All right, old friend. Don't tell me now. Sometime you 
have to speak.” He chuckled to himself. “Now I will tend to your 
grave.” 

Snoquask picked his way through the forest to another 
clearing where a jumble of decrepit cedar board sepulchers poked 
out of an encroaching blackberry bramble. Tatters of faded cloth 
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decorated some of them, little houses of the dead, although most 
had been left to decay and collapse. Their inhabitants had been 
removed long ago to the shaker plot on the north side of the 
island, but not until after the whites had come and stripped these 
graves of the presents the families had left for the dead. He 
approached one of the gravesites and, stooping, wrenched one of 
short cedar fence posts from the ground. The whites had 
completely torn down the burial house itself, looking for coins, 
confused no doubt by the absence of a corpse, but they had left 
the fence intact. He dug in the soft soil until his fingers pried up a 
crumbling piece of cedar bark. Under this he found a large glass 
jar which he removed. Its lid had corroded, and it wouldn't turn, 
so he found a rock and broke off the jar’s bottom. Out tumbled a 
bulging canvas sack, which leaked a small trickle of bright metal 
flakes from a new rip. A rough stencil was still visible: 500 OZ 
TROY. The sack was heavy for its size. He hefted this and tucked it 
into a leather satchel he was carrying. This was the last of it, so he 
didn't bother covering up his crime. He turned back toward the 
cove, where he found his boat and set out to return to his cabin. 
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Chapter 7 


Jack-in-the-Box 


Snoquask cursed at the clumsy wallow of the shallow bass boat, 
remembering the supple canoes he once piloted through these 
waters. This craft fought every wave, and lost most of these 
battles. So he bailed with a plastic pail while he twisted the grip 
throttle on the little Evinrude. The outboard motor whined with 
unabated fury. He listened to its clamor, impressed again by the 
cunning art that had succeeded in trapping such violence in this 
metal thing. Beats paddling, he recalled, but it hindered 
conversation, even the one he was having with himself. 

Snoquask did not know whether to marvel at the unerring 
logic in the events that sent the white man into his grasp or to 
contemplate his blind luck. Luck. A white notion. Still, it seemed 
more appropriate to the circumstances. He had not, after all, 
foreseen what had come to pass. Woodpecker, he thought, if you 
knew this and kept it from me, I should pluck you and feed you to 
the weasels. 

Chagrined, he remembered his surprise when they caught him 
on his boat. He had not seen that they would come after young 
Charlie so soon. Those young skins were as unpredictable as the 
whites. They were, after all, blind to the Way. Perhaps this was 
why they required such a queer ally as luck. Snoquask would 
rather rely on Raven than trust his hopes to luck. Living was only 
a game for them, a matter of luck and chance. Yet they were poor 
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gamesters, or they would not have angered him. Not without 
making certain he was dead. 

His fury mounted as he recalled the youthful arrogance of the 
three young bucks. The older boy showed no fear at all, even 
when Snoquask sang a song that should have dropped him 
instantly. Little shitheel even stole his knife. Heyya! What sort of 
pups are we raising? Snoquask shook his head in bitter 
wonderment. 

Ahead and to his right, Snoquask picked out the sheriff’s 
launch cruising at speed up-channel towards him. Snoquask kept 
his eye on this until it passed him, a hundred yards to starboard. 
Then his thoughts returned to the white man, whose spirit his ally 
Orca now possessed. 

That white, he had the right idea. Had his blade found its 
target, he would still have his song. 

Unfortunately for the fellow, Snoquask survived. Snoquask 
had meant merely to touch the white's song, opening it to his later 
influence. Instead Orca welled up from the darkness and snatched 
this away. And it took all of Snoquask’s siwash to keep his ally 
from crushing it instantly. Later he shared power with the white, 
and he left the woman there to heal the wound to his spirit wall. 

Ah, yes. The woman. She had recognized him. That could not 
be helped. It did mean he would no longer be able to manipulate 
her dreams. She was too strong for that now. And she was lost to 
him as a vision source. He must find another syokwo, a seer who 
could spark the vision he needed to follow. 

Snoquask did not need to turn his head to know that the 
sheriff’s launch had come about and was overtaking him. He 
knew he would not make it back to tell them about poor Charlie. 
Charlie was dead, he figured. As good as dead, anyhow. Such was 
the qweykwa. He hoped the white would have enough sense to 
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stay in his cabin where the siwash would protect his song. He 
doubted the young one would survive a night alone. There was 
too much black tamamus out there. Black tamamus was 
everywhere nowadays, since The Clan had become weak. Without 
The Clan to direct it, black tamamus would only destroy those 
who might touch it. Outside of the qweykwa, it would kill even 
Snoquask. So the white had better stay put. 

Snoquask reached into his satchel and drew out the heavy 
canvas bag. It wouldn't help him at all to be caught with this. 
Reluctantly, he slipped a quarter of a million dollars worth of gold 
dust into ninety fathoms of fast water. 

“Heave to and hands on your head, old man.” The amplified 
voice boomed. “One quick move and you're a good Injun”” 

Snoquask let go of the throttle and complied. He knew the 
voice well—it was Deputy Cunningham. This deputy had 
captured him before, back with all the violence over the fishing 
rights treaty. Cunningham tried to frame him for blowing up Big 
Ted’s boat. Said he did it to incite bad feelings against the whites. 
The Deputy didn't know he owned half of Ted’s boat, half of the 
whole Lamish fleet, for that matter. 

“Chuckanut Johnny, you old son-of-a-bitch.”” 

Snoquask looked up at Larry. The Deputy’s face normally 
showed one of only two expressions. The main one, which he was 
getting, was when Larry's chin came up slightly and he looked at 
you a bit sideways with a brace of steel-blue eyes. This was his 
“don’t fuck with me” look. Plain as neon. The look of a career 
bully. The second expression was the one he reserved for the 
women: a brash grin showing off an even set of large white teeth. 
This look had quite the opposite message. And from how Larry 
bragged, and he had even bragged to Snoquask who couldn't care 
less, it was equally effective on the local females. 
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The Deputy had brought the launch along side and cut its 
engines. He stood with a carbine in one hand and a boat hook in 
the other. 

“You gonna shoot me or gaff me?” Snoquask spoke. 

“Shut your face, Johnny. You're under arrest.” 

S$s 

“What’s wrong, man?” Jake clambered out on the half- 
submerged log where they had tied the boat. Last winter Win had 
spotted this cabin. Its owners had left it boarded up until nearly 
Memorial Day. The last place on a dead-end drive off a one-lane 
gravel road, the cabin was really a fishing shack, heaped with old 
tackle, rods, and piles of crab pots. It mostly kept out the rain, but 
it failed to keep in Charlie George's screams. 

“Whatcha doin down here?” Jake stared down at him from 
the tree. 

Gary sat in the boat and stared off to the north. “Jes’ thinking, 
little brother.” 

“Bogus.” Jake jumped aboard and settled down on the other 
seat. “Listen to him, will ya?” Another scream rolled across the 
waters, and then Charlie’s desperate clamor quieted to a series of 
sickening moans. Jake pulled a small bag of cheese puffs from one 
of the accordion pockets of his parka, and from the other he 
pulled a Mickey’s. 

“Brew?” 

Gary shook off the offer. “Soon enough,” he spoke, “Win will 
take us all down with him. We kidnapped this dude and Win'll 
kill him for sure. The heat will be on our ass like flies on smelt.” 

“We caught ’im good. Fuckin’ narc.” Jake hawked and spat into 
the water, watching his spit swirl and slither along with the 
current. He stuffed a hand-full of puffs in his mouth and took a 
gulp of ale. A couple more handfuls and some more pulls from 
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the wide-mouthed bottle and he tossed the bag and the bottle 
behind him into the Sound. He hesitated and then dipped his 
hand back into his parka. 

“How come you hang out down here worrying about some 
stupid narc?” He pulled out a pack of Ding Dongs. 

“Ding Dong?” It wasn't a heartfelt offer. 

“Fuck, no. That all you're gonna eat?” 

Jake shook his head and grinned. He set the Ding Dongs on 
his lap and pulled another Mickey’s out from his left pocket and 
the remains of a bag of Oreos from his right. 

“Tm not worrying about the narc, asshole,’ Gary said, “it’s 
what we did to that old dude.” 

“What we did.” Jake looked away, following the line of his 
brother's gaze. He frowned and his lower lip trembled. “We had to 
do it. Win said so.” He started to sob. 

“Cut it out,” Gary shouted, and smacked his brother's skull 
with his palm. “You want to cry? You cry for mom. You cry for us. 
Because that old dude isn’t dead. I can feel it. Anyway, you two 
didn't hear it.” 

“You won't tell,” Jake blubbered. “bout me crying, I mean” 

“Shit, why don’t you go home? Save your ass. Win’s going 
down this time. All the way down. We're just along for the ride.” 

“All you is is scared.” Jake thrust his hands into the pockets of 
his coat and hunched his shoulders forward. 

“That right?” 

“Win says you lost your balls when they took you out for the 
ordeal. You were supposed to come back a warrior, but you came 
back a rabbit instead, he says....” 

“Win now, he don’t know how to be afraid. That's the last thing 
you forget before someone comes and puts you in a box. He 
thinks that old man was just a fisherman.” 
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“So?” 

“But then he didn't hear it. Neither did you.” 

“Well, maybe you hear too good.” 

“That’s for certain, little brother. And what I hear tells me 
we've got a lot of trouble ahead.” 

“You hear that?” 

“Loud as a fart in chapel.” 

“How do you do it?” 

“Shit if I know. Gary stared grimly off at the far shore. “One 
thing Id like to know...” 

“Yeah?” 

“Is how not to.” 

“Bogus.” 

S$s 

Lew sat on the battered bed that occupied one wall of Johnny’s 
cabin while he chewed his lunch of hard salmon jerky and canned 
tomato soup. He decided his immediate future included a 
vacation somewhere dry and hot, far from any natural bodies of 
water deeper than a tall gin and tonic. He vowed to be more 
careful about taking emergency calls. Let the Coast Guard handle 
sinking boats, they get the pay anyhow. 

Johnny’s place had no electricity and only a hand pump for 
water. Out back was a little smokehouse for salmon and smelt. A 
shed for his nets completed the Chuckanut Johnny estate. All that 
was missing from this picture of rural poverty were the remains of 
junk cars and trashed appliances that typically littered the 
grounds around these places, engines and motors rusted solid 
from rain and salt spray. Nothing worth keeping and hardly worth 
toting away. There wasn’t much about this place to signify that 
Johnny was a hotshot medicine man. 
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Sumi had gone down to the bay again to watch for Johnny’s 
return. It was Friday already, and Johnny was way overdue. It 
didn't seem like Friday. If it was Friday, what happened to 
Thursday and Wednesday? 

Lew kept replaying it in his mind. He remembered the dead 
body, the shock of fright when it grabbed him. How could the old 
guy hold his breath so damn long? It had to have been ten, fifteen 
minutes. Who can do that? And after that, confusion, panic. Then 
it was Friday. 

Lew found himself staring at a box that stood beside the 
wardrobe. About the size of an apple crate and set on its end, the 
box was fashioned from cedar boards. The top was left open. A 
wooden puppet head poked out, along with two puppet arms with 
painted hands extended horizontally to either side. The face and 
arms were crudely shaped, but the wood retained most of its own 
natural curve; far from reducing the effect of the carving, it 
seemed to lend strength, a rough vitality, as though the branch 
had grown this way all by itself and required no artificial 
animation. A telltale string wound around the neck, however, and 
disappeared down into the box, perhaps to a mechanism that 
moved the puppet up and down. The mouth was a straight slash 
of red, the lips carved tightly drawn. The eyes, convex eyes such as 
Lew had seen on totem poles and museum artifacts, were much 
too large for the face. 

The combination of wide eyes and tight mouth gave the little 
fellow a look of suppressed terror. Whatever he was looking at 
had made his eyes bug wide while it stopped his lungs from 
giving up the scream they had formed. Now he was caught, 
unable to blink or breathe. Was there something in the box that 
made him jump out? Or the reverse? Was there something too 
horrible (or perhaps too wondrous) that made him want to jump 
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back down into the box’s dark interior? Was he trying to escape 
the darkness or the light? 

If this were merely some rustic Lamish jack-in-the box, a 
common toy contrivance, Lew felt relieved not to have had it used 
on him as a child. Then again, Lamishan kids might have been 
spared the ordeal of being dragged to movie matinees by their 
older siblings, to cower down in their seats while enormous 
human-eating aliens roamed a derelict spaceship. 

Lew had asked Sumi what she meant when she called Johnny a 
shaman. Shamans, she told him, somewhat eagerly, were healers, 
mystical doctors that mediated between the sacred realm and the 
profane world. Mostly they were feared, in the same way that 
people often fear the dead, the evil in men, and the forces of 
nature. But there was no reason for this fear. At that, Lew might 
have reminded her that the worst fears are those that defy reason, 
but he kept quiet. What Sumi told him about traditional healing 
methods sounded mostly like a bone-in-the-lip, rattle-shaking 
witch-doctor routine. It made him feel lucky to have simply 
survived the old codger’s treatment. 

“Tt was fantastic,” she told him, describing Johnny’s 
ministrations, “You were awfully cold and stiff, Lew, and you just 
werent responding. We had you in a tub of hot water but you 
wouldn't wake up. Then Johnny took up your head in his two 
hands and your face became flushed; this ruddy glow moved 
down your neck to your chest. It blossomed over your whole 
body. We took you out of the tub and you were positively hot. 
When we laid you on Johnny’s bed, you were groaning and 
thrashing about. He bent over you and put his mouth to your 
shoulder and you screamed like a frightened monkey. You 
reached out suddenly as though your life was moving out of your 
body and you had just one chance to grasp it again. I mean, I 
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thought you were ready to explode. But then you smiled and 
relaxed and...” 

Sumi blushed suddenly. 

“And what?” 

“Well, there was one part of you still stiff” 

Then she excused herself and went out to watch for Johnny’s 
return. 

As she told it, one aspect of traditional Lamish medicine did 
appeal to Lew: In order to heal someone, the shaman must risk 
his own life. When the shaman drew a sickness out, he took this 
into his own body until he could dispose of it. The shaman healed 
by transferring the ailment to his body and then purifying this 
with some ritual penance. Compared with modern medicine, Lew 
favored the balance of this system. If someone were to die in the 
course of treatment, it was not necessarily the patient. And so 
trust worked both ways. And when your doctor could just as well 
cause your illness as take it away, you had to think twice about a 
malpractice suit. 

No one messed with the shaman, Sumi said. She seemed 
totally convinced that Johnny had some supernatural abilities. But 
then she also hallucinated grizzly bears. 

SS§ 

Sumi sat in the rain on the dock that tottered above the tidal 
flow of the Sound, which had piled heaps of flotsam on the beach 
of the little cove where Johnny normally kept his fishing boat. Of 
course, Johnny’s gill-netter was at the bottom of Larkin’s Inlet. 
Two days ago Johnny ran off in his little skiff, leaving Sumi to care 
for the ranger, who had finally awakened this morning and 
seemed to be on the mend. That first night she didn't dream at all. 
It was glorious, an entire night without a hint of nightmare 
violence. She woke so refreshed that she could have used a livelier 
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bedmate. But her thoughts went inexorably to Johnny, to the man 
from her dreams. 

There were mystics she had met who had stimulated her mind, 
and even a few who had aroused her physically, but none had 
brought forth in her the consuming desire she experienced when 
she finally confronted this one. Nothing she could remember had 
awakened such a need in her. It was not a simple, genital thing, 
she realized. The man was ancient, after all. 

He was the last of them, last of the Lamish shamans, and the 
Lamish the last of the great Coast Salish shamanistic tribal 
groups. Johnny carried on a mystical tradition that would rival 
any New World belief system. She met the old man when he 
entered her dreams, but not until she helped him carry Lew up 
from the Sound did he reveal his name to her, and not until she 
caught him looking at her did she realize her growing desire. No, 
this was far deeper than simple desire. It was a thirst she had 
never known before. This simple act of needing anything or 
anyone so completely was in itself a new-found craving. And this 
truly startled her. For it struck her as the beginning of hopeless 
situation, the tempting taste of an overwhelming addiction. At the 
least, it seemed a wrong attitude from which to approach anyone 
like Johnny. She felt like a lovesick groupie. 

Sumi sat on the dock and shivered, and the dock seemed to 
shiver with her. She stared out at the Sound, out over the foaming 
gray waters, and longed for the shaman’s return. She took a last 
look and listened again for the outboard’s tremulous whine. Then 
she stood, and the rain that had collected in folds of her parka 
washed down on her knees. Instead of the path back to Johnny’s 
cabin, she walked along the bluff toward Larkin’s Inlet where the 
ranger’s helicopter waited with its radio. The old man had been 
gone too long, she figured. Something was not right. 
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She walked through the dense weeds and the horsetails, the 
warts, the mushrooms, and the groundsels that had taken 
advantage of a narrow patch of treeless space between the forest 
and the bluff. She came across a clump of amanita: Amanta 
muscaria, the soma mushroom. 

She was reminded of a gathering walk she had once 
undertaken with a weird woman on Whidbey. What was her 
name? Yes, Greana. Greana claimed to have discovered the secret 
witch's salve. A recent arrival from Ireland, she eagerly described 
how a delegation of village males had offered her one opportunity 
to leave the Killary before they burned her house down with her 
inside. So she came to Seattle and started a coven. 

Greana had been overjoyed to discover in the forests of 
Whidbey Island a vast pharmacopoeia of wild plants and small 
animals, salamanders and the like, necessary for her potions. She 
bought a small place there, and, on equinoctial nights the forest 
would ring with the cries of her confederates, and God help any 
man who happened along. Greana had read Wise Guys and wrote 
Sumi an appreciative letter that included an invitation to visit the 
cottage of a practicing witch. 

As they meandered through forest and meadow, Greana had 
gathered ferns, mosses, bark, root, and stem, squealing in delight 
upon the discovery of a certain flower she had previously 
overlooked. Greana wore thigh-length buckskin leather boots 
under a short tartan skirt and her hair was a thick flaxen plait that 
dropped down the back of her red flannel shirt. She let Sumi carry 
the gathering basket as they wandered through the dewy foxtails. 
Among the plants collected were several amanita mushrooms. 

Amanita, the dark angel, was no stranger to Sumi, although 
she had not tasted it herself. And Greana’s long-winded ecstasies 
about the flights she had taken, having rubbed her concoction 
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into her armpits and pubis, were quite similar to those Sumi had 
collected from a neo- Vedic Hindu cult outside of Bolinas, 
California. 

The Bolinas initiates were given a foamy liquid concoction 
they called “soma,” which Sumi discovered to be a blend of 
coconut milk, Bacardi 151, and desiccated amanita muscaria. As 
with many amanita cults, this cult indulged in a most peculiar 
ritual: During or after their drug stupor, the participants’ urine 
would be collected and the high—very high at times—priest (a 
former Sanskrit scholar from Chicago named Richard) would 
drink this for its enhanced visual effects. 

Back at her cottage, Greana began to prepare the salve. These 
preparations were punctuated by sinister hints about the origin of 
a small porcelain tub of what looked like lard. In the old days, 
Greana recounted, this would have been the fat of a dead child. 
The current contents of the tub she did not care to deny or affirm. 
These preparations took the afternoon. During this time Greana 
recounted the various Witch’s sabbaths she had joined in back in 
Ireland, “where,” she remembered, “women are women, and the 
men shit fear.” Together with her sisters, she had flown beyond 
the world of reason, freed from the bounds of her body, to the 
very womb of the earth where Diana still ruled. And there wasn't 
a man, she boasted, she could not ride into abject submission. By 
the time the salve was ready, Greana had figuratively and literally 
let down her hair. 

After a meal of salty barley soup and hard bread, Greana 
stripped naked and proceeded to anoint herself, a ritual with 
protracted masturbatory overtones that left her panting. Sumi 
begged off Greana’s impassioned offer to rub the fetid smelling 
salve on her own privates (as she had similarly begged off 
Roland’s proffered piss potion). She managed a retreat back to her 
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skiff and was into the bay when the witch, flush with amanita 
craziness and furious at Sumi’s refusal to join her, stood on the 
dock ranting. 

“T offer you the devil’s kiss,” she shouted, “but youd rather suck 
some lowlife executive's warty cock. You'll never be a real witch, 
you know. You're just a pissant voyeur.” She spat into the water 
and then ran back into the forest. 

Greana, Sumi decided, was another druggie enjoying chemical 
enlightenment. But she was correct about Sumi being a spiritual 
voyeur. Sumi’s detachment served ostensibly for journalistic 
distance. She could not have participated in each of three dozen 
different mystical cults. And she could not have joined any one of 
them and then felt free to judge the others without prejudice. This 
distance became a rather fixed barrier, however, and Sumi had 
begun to wonder if she could ever find the courage to plunge into 
the stream of absolute belief. That was before Lew pulled the man 
from her dreams out of the Sound. 

She stopped and glanced out at the Sound, suddenly 
fascinated by the notion that she had actual faith in this person. 
She fully expected him to divulge all of his secret knowledge to 
her. For Johnny, she had somehow decided, would not awaken 
this need in her without purpose. Her faith and need were deeply 
coupled, she realized. And underpinning these was an instant 
abiding trust. 

Her mood alternated between elation and chagrin while she 
weighed the undeniable fact that she had, indeed, joined the 
company of the true believers. She had climbed into bed with the 
ranger as eagerly as a Girl Scout seeking a merit badge. All Johnny 


had to do was ask. 
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She had promised to lie by Lew until he awoke, although she 
bristled when Johnny laughed at her for climbing into bed with 
her clothes on. 

“He's got quite a bone on him,’ Johnny grinned, “I think he 
needs a woman. Too bad he’s almost dead.” 

Then Johnny left, and she could hear the tiny outboard, 
steadily fainter with the distance. As instructed, Sumi undressed 
and climbed back in beside the ranger. 

In her own defense she noted that she had actually witnessed 
the shaman’s healing ability. She had felt the touch of his power. 
While Johnny was ministering to Lew, she had come up from 
behind to observe. Her hand brushed his arm as she bent over 
him. The sensation was profound. It was as if an electric cord had 
been strung from her cortex down her back to her cervix, and 
Johnny had pushed a switch that activated this. The moment 
brought such sublime pain that she physically recoiled before her 
mind had even registered its overwhelming desire that this 
sensation never cease. Johnny glanced back at her. And his face, 
although the same as before, was radically different. Not 
monstrous, but savage, wild, unrestrained. Animal. No, not that 
either—a human face without the mask of civility. Something 
beyond sanity and craziness. A being in its flower, released from 
its physical bonds. 

“Do not approach me now,’ Johnny warned her. His tone sent 
her stumbling backwards. The sensation faded. 

Only the need remained. 

S$s 

Lew had found the empty sheath of his buck knife and vaguely 
recollected trying to kill the old man. He began to wonder if 
maybe Johnny had offloaded a particularly distasteful curse on 
him. For he had a lingering feeling that something else was down 
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there in the Sound with Johnny. Something outrageous. 
Something evil, perhaps. Something made that noise. And that 
noise, Lew shuddered, still lingered. Like a bad taste, it took little 
effort to recall. He had pushed it out of his immediate attention, 
but it stayed there, persistent as an irksome radio jingle. 

He closed his eyes and wondered if, rather, something had 
actually crawled into his ear. Some kind of fiendish parasite. An 
insect only the experts knew about. Or maybe something you 
read about in the tabloids, like the flesh-eating bacteria or the 
baby with three eyes. 

The symptoms, yes, he could tell them, the symptoms were 
quite distinct: First one heard a ripping scream as the devious 
earwig penetrated the inner ear. Then the noise quieted to a 
steady irritating buzz, which the fertilized female makes with its 
hind legs while gorging on the blood released when it ruptured 
enough cranial capillaries to satiate its immediate needs. 

What then? That’s what worried Lew. Suppose it digs into the 
brain, lays a thousand eggs, and dies. Spreading necrosis soon 
brings about an increased mental dysfunction, leading to seizures, 
coma, and death. The larvae feast on the decomposing brain mass 
and exit through the now vacant eye sockets. The deadly 
Dermaptera pugetia. He shuddered. Could such a thing exist? 

There were footsteps on the porch. Sumi rushed in, flush with 
anger. 

“Stupid goddamn sheriff’ she hissed. “They've got Johnny in 
jail over at Friday Harbor” 
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Chapter 8 


Goodbye Charlie 


“Why are they holding him?” he yelled over the accelerating roar 
of the Sikorsky’s turbine. 

“Its all a big mistake.” She yelled back. “Believe me, he didn’t 
hurt anyone. I don't think he could. The man’s a healer.” 

The Sikorsky’s takeoff was fine, but it seemed to be sluggish, 
and tended to tip to starboard. Lew poked his head out the 
window. Left pontoon is full of water, he figured. 

“You do whatever you want. But I don’t owe that man, and as 
far as I'm concerned he doesn't owe me. And you, well, you go 
right ahead and save the old guy from the big bad sheriff. Only 
don't come running to me next time your imaginary radio speaks 
to you. You and me, we're square....” 

“What did you say?” she shouted. 

“Next time your radio...” 

“You said ‘imaginary radio.” She seemed profoundly 
disturbed. 

“Any kind of radio. Next time you hear voices...” 

“Who told you? Was it Johnny? When...?” 

“What are you talking about now?” 

“Tt only just occurred to me. I don't have a radio in my cabin” 

“There you have it. It was all some mistake.” 

“But Johnny’s boat...” 

There was that too. 

“Johnny! It was Johnny! He called me.” 
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Sure it was. Lew couldn't figure out where the woman was 
coming from. Somewhere in the Twilight Zone. 

“T’ve got six weeks of vacation coming.” he said. “Soon as I can 
pull a replacement up here from Tacoma, I’m outta here. I’m sure 
there’s a likely explanation for all this. ’'m pretty certain I don't 
give a flying fuck what it is.” 

“Tm not the source of your troubles, Mister Ranger Emery.’ 

“Well, it’s been real exciting knowing you and your witch- 
doctor friend. From now on, try to remember that the station isn’t 
a public facility. We've got signs and everything.” 

After he dropped off Sumi at the helipad outside the sheriff’s 
office at Friday Harbor, he flew straight to Midnight Island, 
dipping the Sikorsky over a ridge of trees and onto the runway. He 
switched off the electrical systems and secured the rotors and 
pontoons. He noticed that the left pontoon had been badly 
punctured and would require repair. 

Whistling, he started down the path, his jacket heavy from the 
rain. The trail was deep with standing water in places, but he 
tramped right through. His thoughts were occupied in figuring 
the fewest number of hours it would take before he could be on 
an airliner south. Two days, he guessed, one day in Everett for the 
Sikorsky repair, another back here to catch up with his duties. 
They could pull Bernie up from Tacoma to fill in. 

He came to the fork in the trail and faltered, suddenly unable 
to decide which path led to the station. He turned and jogged 
back toward the runway. He rounded a bend in the trail and 
glanced ahead, but the terrain looked strangely unfamiliar. He 
stopped short, confused. 

Nonsense, he reasoned, he had come along this trail a 
thousand times. So he turned back downhill. This time when he 


arrived at the fork, he was no longer concerned with taking the 
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right path. He was finding it difficult to discern why he was out 
walking at all. Was there somewhere he should be going? He 
yawned and blinked and sat heavily on the wet ground, 
overwhelmed by sudden fatigue. 

No, it wasn't only fatigue, there was more. A disturbing feeling 
crowded his thoughts—an encroaching sensation of instability, of 
internal, mental chaos. His awareness of physical sensations and 
the perceptions these caused became queerly disconnected. 

He rose woodenly to his feet and managed to move his body 
down the path. He halted, confused, and leaned heavily on a rock. 
He could see the bay below and beyond it open waters. He stared 
down at the roof of the boathouse and at Sumi’s house. Sumi? 

The sun was setting dimly somewhere. The air had become a 
medium-wet layer between the wet-wet waters of the Sound and 
the gray-wet layer of low clouds. The sky was bright gray and the 
waters a darker carbon-steel gray. Perhaps it was this envelope of 
neutral colors that changed the remainder of the landscape into 
glowing verdant hues. The green moss shimmered with an intense 
purity, undiluted by highlights or shadows. The dark red of the 
cedar trunks bled dusty crimson under their green mantles. 

His hand resting on the gray rock was a splotch of pinks and 
whites, an alien thing, like a starfish clinging to an underwater 
boulder. His body became a foreign object to him. He stubbornly 
held onto a last mental effort. To the approaching nothingness he 
asked, “Why?” 

He fell and rolled on his back. Raindrops found his face, his 
eyes and his mouth, open in a silent scream. But the cold drops 
failed to wash away his terror. 

Through the long, dark Puget winter night, bizarre, 
kaleidoscopic visions preyed upon his mind. He was tormented 
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by a series of nightmares, each more horrible than the last. He 
suffered death and birth and humiliation in alternate forms. 

His body would disappear or change its form, and he would 
run or fly, always pursued, only to stumble and be slaughtered. He 
was at once decrepit and innocent, an old man lying in freezing 
mud beside a busy freeway while roaring trailer rigs hissed by; 
and a starving infant suckling nervously at a withered breast, 
choking on the gall it produced. 

He was crushed and nearly suffocated by a dank wind that 
pushed him through rough, dark passages of flesh and stone. He 
was captured by a horde of wicked girls who mocked him and 
then stripped him. Holding him down, they teased his genitals 
with their flaxen hair until his body flamed with pain and desire. 
Squealing, they then bludgeoned him with cudgels of woven rope. 

He saw the people around him turn into beasts and savage 
whatever they could find; then, they turned their jaws on him. He 
hid in damp holes and awaited the sure approach of death, which 
was drawn inexorably to him by the stink of his sweat. Invariably 
death would come, a cold blue flame like a straight razor that cut 
him from cap to craw. 

Nightmares captured him in succession, each building on the 
terror of the last. And behind each frightening vision he felt a 
brooding evil. If this was insanity, and he could not imagine it 
otherwise, something out there was doing it to him. And it would 
never stop. 

S$s 

Gary Cooper Jacobs let the rifle slip to the ground as he 
frantically grabbed at the fly of his jeans. The damp warmth of his 
urine streamed down his legs and steamed in the chill of the 
moonless night. He shivered in his shame and his fear, cursed 
softly, glancing back at the door of the cabin to see if his brothers 
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might have wakened. Then he doubted that they could have heard 
the noise as he emptied his bladder. The dampness turned cold 
between his legs. He picked up the rifle, wiping mud from its butt 
on his already soiled pants. 

This had happened to him twice before. The last time was 
behind the gun shop in Mount Vernon. Standing watch in the 
rain and the darkness while Winslow passed rifles, pistols, and 
ammunition through the small broken window high on a back 
wall, Gary had danced in fright, clutching the stolen weapons, 
piss trickling into his shoes. 

The first time it happened was the worst, though. For it 
happened on the night of his naming ceremony—the night he was 
sent out to sleep on his own in the forest, after the feasting and 
the tales--the night, so his grandmother boasted, that he became a 
warrior. Indeed, he did not wince when they pelted him with 
stinging nettles, bringing blood to his skin. He did not cry when 
the old man cut his ears for the ceremonial jewelry, although his 
mother hid her face and his elder brother grinned. And, in the 
lodge, where the alder fire smoked them like smelts, he stood tall 
and silent while the siwonaisk, quivering and shaking from the 
spirit of his dead grandfather, coughed up this spirit in the form 
of a name, which would be his name in secret from then on. 

It happened later that night. 

They had taken him out, running with him, catching and 
dragging him when he stumbled. In the darkness they said he 
would find the helper his grandfather had possessed. They left 
him there in the darkness alone. It was raining. He crawled 
beneath a bitter cherry tree where there was moss and lay on his 
side, expectant. He lay there shivering, envying his younger 
brother, Jake, who was probably watching reruns of Deep Space 


Snoquask 100 


Nine, having cajoled their grandmother into staying up past bed 
time. 

Gary had simply wanted to make his mother proud and to 
quiet the clucking premonitions of his grandmother: “What will 
become of poor Sammy’s spirit when there is no one to take his 
name?” she had wailed, “Are there none strong enough to accept 
this challenge? In my time theyd be fighting for the honor. You!” 
she would shout at Winslow suddenly, “Are you sure you're not a 
girl? Take down your pants and show us. Raven must have stolen 
your pecker.” 

Winslow refused to have anything to do with it. 

“It's only a ceremony,’ his mom explained, “and your 
grandmother would be so pleased.” 

“Only nothing,” Win returned. “I'll be screwed before I let 
some old sleaze-bag cut my ears. Give me a fucking break!” To 
their mother, hed say this, sending her running out so she 
wouldnt have to listen. With dad gone, Win naturally assumed he 
ran the house. 

“You talk big,” Grandmother said to him then, “but your heart 
is small. If your grandfather were here, youd be missing some 
teeth, talking to your mother like that” 

Grandmother's hopes never flagged until the police caught 
Win running out the back door of the Odd Fellows’ hall, their 
color TV set on his shoulder. She cried bitterly when Winslow 
was sent to Green Hill Reformatory and then took to showing 
Gary the faded photos of her husband, Sam, standing awkwardly 
in dark clothes. Poor Sammy had died four years before, and his 
spirit could linger only so long before it must leave to join those 
forgotten and so cursed with the inattention of their ungrateful 
offspring. Finally, Gary agreed to the ceremony 
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The preparations lasted a whole week, with the time made 
especially difficult by brother Winslow, who had just returned 
from 22 months on the hill. He might have been back six months 
earlier, he boasted, but he refused to take anyone's shit. “Anyone” 
now included Gary, whose place in the ritual originally designed 
for Winslow threatened to make little brother forget who called 
the shots. 

Win corralled Gary one day after school. He backed him to 
the wall of the kitchen and leaned on his chest. 

“Say, I got another pint.” Win offered, his breath redolent. 
“Let’s you and me cruise up to Anacortes and find us some 
snatch.” 

Gary shook off the suggestion. Alcohol was forbidden him 
until after the ceremony. Anyhow, Winslow always had a pint. The 
problem was that cruising up to Anacortes meant first hitchhiking 
in the rain to where they could steal a decent car. Moreover, the 
last time Gary went along they spent an hour and a half crouched 
down in the back seat of a hot Buick, parked in the shadow of 
Copeland Lumber while the sheriff’s cruiser sat up on the main 
street watching—they were certain—for their arrival. 

Win had insisted on staying with the car. “Fuck it if ’m hiking 
all the way back.” And Gary felt obliged to remain, cursing at 
himself only later for not walking away from certain capture. He 
was lucky his bladder held out that time. In the end, he had 
forgotten all about the fabled snatch. 

“Better pull down your pants and look.” Win taunted him: 
“Little brother, Raven's got your balls.” 

It was under the bitter cherry tree that Gary first peed in his 
pants. No, it wasn't the sight of Grandfather Sam’s spirit helper, 
the magical Woodchuck, which was supposed to make its debut 
but never showed. It was when Gary remembered he had already 
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forgotten the word whispered in his ear at the height of the 
ceremonial hoopla. How could his Name, spirit of his 
grandfather--sacred syllables reserved for his ears alone—be 
forgotten already? 

What frightened Gary was the warning that had accompanied 
this event: never was this Name to be forgotten. It must be kept in 
constant readiness to prevent its theft and, with it, Gary’s own 
spirit. Remember, the old one had whispered to him, his breath 
heavy with something other than the stream water Gary had been 
proscribed to for the last week. Remember we are not giving you 
the Name, but giving you to the Name. You belong to it now. If 
you lose it, you are lost yourself. 

The fact that he remembered it in the morning never quite 
made up for those hours when, Gary was certain, demonic forces 
as ominous and threatening as the sheriff's Dodge squad car 
hovered in the darkness, attracted by the dankly sweet odor of his 
piss. He was certain the worst had already happened—his spirit 
was stolen. 

That was also when the noises started. Winds that whispered 
to others cursed at him. Tree boughs that sang against each other 
bellowed insults his way. And the waves murmuring on the shore 
grumbled incessantly. All these voices spoke without meaning. 
Their message was menacing by its very incoherence. Gary never 
could figure out if he was supposed to understand them. He was 
frightened to ask about this. And he was certain that, had 
Winslow gone through the ceremony instead, he would not be so 
frightened when the voices began to sing. 

“Only the wind.” That was what Win would say, and shake his 
fist at it. “Only the Goddamn waves, and the trees blowing in the 
breeze. Fuck 'em all” And he would quiet them with a savage 
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laugh. Nothing only about it, if you asked Gary today. Nothing 
out there he could see would explain the voices he heard. 

Tonight a new voice menaced him--singular chorus that was 
neither wind nor wave. He heard it first from far away, listening as 
it meandered closer, searching, probing, entering into rocks and 
trees. He began to whisper his own secret name, mouthing this 
litany quietly so as not to attract the voice, but merely to keep this 
on his tongue in case he might forget. This time he did not lose 
his memory, only his urinary continence, as the voice passed by 
him and entered the cabin. 

Jake wasn't quite asleep. The soft sounds of Charlie George’s 
death struggle attracted his attention. He sat up on the bunk and 
reached for the Ray-O-Vac. He pointed this at their captive and 
flicked it on. The beam caught a pair of wiggling legs and booted 
feet kicking out against their ropes. However, the feet dangled 
several inches from the ground and below the legs. What was 
holding him up? Jake raised the beam up the torso to the face, 
twisted at an odd angle above the neck and, as Jake watched, 
turning from a dark red to a blue. The cheeks bloated in and out 
and the mouth gaped and closed like a carp out of water. The 
whole body seemed to dangle from the head, but there was no 
rope or other support. 

“Win,” Jake whispered. “Wi-i-n! Would ya look at that!” 

He pointed his light down at Win who slumbered heavily on 
the lower bunk next to a half-empty bottle of Southern Comfort. 
Then a noise in the corner caught Jake’s attention. The body was 
no longer upright, but sprawled obscenely on the floor. The head, 
twisted at right angles to the neck, leaked blood from all of its 
orifices. 

“Win! He's dead. He’s dead!” Jake shouted, and he began to 
blubber. 
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Gary looked down at the mud and his pants. He propped the 
rifle against a tree, unlaced and removed his boots and socks. He 
walked down to the rocks and waded into the Sound until it 
lapped up to his waist. He felt the water cleansing him from the 
stain of his own fear. 

From inside the cabin, Jake’s shouts renewed his terror. Then 
he heard it again, the voice. Now triumphant, it passed over him, 
a death angel. Quaking, he yanked down his pants, releasing the 
shit he could no longer restrain. He began to sob. He cried, 
thinking he was crying for Jake and for his mother he had 
promised her that he would keep Jake safe from Winslow’s 
schemes. But he really cried for the sudden end of his own 
modest dreams, and he cried in fear, knowing that the events to 
come were engendered with a load of pain and death and 
remorse. 

S$s 

The north winds came with the dawn, wiped the sky of its 
ubiquitous clouds. A brilliant winter sun flashed over the Cascade 
Mountains, cut cleanly through the air, found an opening through 
the trees, and bathed him with its brightness. Lew closed his eyes 
at last. He was chilled to his marrow from the rain and the sweat 
of his terror. He lay there for hours, half sleeping, saving what 
little strength he had, and waiting as it slowly returned. The 
madness had somehow retreated. Still the question lingered: 
Why? 

When Lew opened his eyes again, midday sunlight coursed 
vertically through the trees. Sitting up he scooped water from a 
shallow puddle and swept this over his face. After several minutes, 
he found the strength to stand. 

He stumbled down the path and into the station, heading 
straight to the bathroom, where he knelt and vomited into the 
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toilet. His vision narrowed to a bright point, and he clutched the 
rim as he fell sideways in a faint. 

Lew woke on the floor, wedged between the toilet and the 
wall. He found he had no strength to move. He could breath, 
though, and he could look around, although from this position 
the view wasn‘ real great. The astringent odor of stale piss helped 
him revive. Still, it took perhaps an hour until finally he felt strong 
enough to again rise. During this time his mind refused to 
reassemble itself into any coherent thought pattern. All he had 
was a desire to move, to stand, to live. 

He crawled over to the shower and, with enormous effort, 
stripped off his wet clothes. He tumbled into the stall and grabbed 
the faucet, pulling himself up. He managed to turn the water on 
hot, allowing it to cascade over his head. 

That same noise was still there inside his brain, no longer 
merely an annoyance but now a torture. He breathed deeply and 
waited. The pulsing water calmed the quaking shivers that had 
erupted in his body. When his hands stopped shaking he shut off 
the water, stepped out, and reached for a towel. His body moved 
in a ritual that took no mental instructions, and none were 
available. It was as though his consciousness had vacated his 
mind. But he was slowly regaining some strength. 

He leaned forward over the sink. His head throbbed viciously, 
and his vision narrowed again to a bright point. He shook his 
head. and it cleared somewhat. His face in the mirror was a pale, 
waxen object sprouting dark blotches around the eyes, eyes dimly 
animated by the residue of his terror. Looking sparked a moment 
of mental activity. 

“Only a dream,” he moaned. 

He managed to shamble over to the bed, where he collapsed. 
His nightmares reappeared in his reawakening self-consciousness. 
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Why were these dreams so terrifying? He was, after all, no 
stranger to nightmares. Yet something about these was 
undeniably different. 

That was it: They were foreign to him; he was having someone 
else's nightmares. Who or what were those beings in his visions? 
Where did they come from? All so alien. A horror movie 
broadcast from another planet. 

Sooner or later--he knew this without knowing how--the 
visions would claim him, and the madness would return. Weary, 
he closed his eyes. 

Lew drifted awake, again profoundly disoriented. Outside it 
was late afternoon. He remembered feeling this way as a child, on 
those rare hot summer days in Seattle. Having fallen asleep under 
the old cedar tree in the backyard, he would become half awake in 
the early evening to a oddly foreign world. He would wander 
about the remainder of the day in a state somewhere between 
sleep and wakefulness. 

Lew stumbled into the bathroom and sat on the crapper, 
burying his head in his hands. A quiet dread afflicted him as he 
sensed the approach of yet another night alone with the dreams. 

Dreams are not real. He drove this thin wedge of logic into his 
panic, hoping to break it into manageable pieces. Dreams are 
dreams. They do not carry the same load of dire consequence as 
experience. The horrors, the thrills, the wet ecstasy of dreams do 
not of themselves require a debt of remorse or shame. Fear and 
humiliation in dreams are only aftertastes of real emotions. Life is 
the drama. Dreams are just special effects. 

“Only a dream,” he mumbled. 

He heard a plane overhead, someone coming in to land. He 
rose up and wandered down to the stairs and then outside, 
following the noise of the plane. 
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The north wind kept the sky clear and the Olympic Mountains 
were bright white against the soft blue horizon. The temperature 
had dropped to freezing and a heavy frost lined the shadows. 
Oblivious to the cold, Lew lumbered along on the way to the 
airstrip. He felt like an old dead battery that had acquired a dull 
charge simply from resting. His foot smacked a rock, and the pain 
made him look down. He noticed he was naked. He forgot to 
notice that he didn't care. 

The single-engine Piper had taxied to a stop as Lew made the 
last switchback before the runway clearing. Sumi stepped out and 
then Johnny, who leaned back to shake the pilot’s hand. They 
moved away as the plane turned around and took off, banking 
over the evergreens. 

Lew stumbled into the clearing. He did not see Johnny or 
Sumi. He was watching a dark green shadow that was rapidly 
consuming the far edge of the runway. An expanding vapor 
erased trees and brush as it advanced. A roiling fog, it billowed 
forward over the runway towards him. As it advanced the noise in 
his head intensified as though attracting it to him. 

He watched, sensing that it came for him. Yes, the verdant 
darkness would end his terror. He had only to stand and it would 
take him beyond his pain. 

Johnny noticed Lew and his grin changed to a frown. He 
sprinted forward, shouting. Sumi turned and followed at a run. 
She caught Lew’s eyes staring behind her and turned back just as 
the fog enveloped her. A shriek escaped her lips as she tumbled to 
the ground, where she lay motionless. The cloud appeared to be 
racing with Johnny, and it was winning. Swiftly it swallowed 
Johnny up. The noise in Lew’s head was an agony, no longer 
simply auditory but a sickening, hot, vaporous odor that choked 
and blinded him. 
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With a yell, Johnny reached out his hand. To Lew, an arm 
stabbed out of green nothingness. The hand grabbed his shoulder, 
and a sharp spasm of pain jolted him. The noise suddenly stopped 
and he collapsed at the shamans feet. 

“Wake up, woman. It didn’t come for you. Wake up, now.” 
Johnny took Sumi’s earlobes between his thumbs and forefingers 
and gave them each a sharp squeeze. 

“Ow!” she complained, and then Sumi opened her eyes. 
“Lew?” 

The ranger had fallen on his side and was moaning in some 
hideous agony. 

She knelt down next to him. “Johnny, what’s wrong with him. 
Oh God, help him!” 

Johnny bent and lifted him. 

“Be quiet, woman! Your fear feeds the dark tamamus! The 
Clan will find us. 

“The Clan?” she asked. He gave no answer. 

Sumi watched the old man carry the ranger to the trail that led 
to the station. She noticed that he did so with no apparent effort. 
And she noticed also that he knew exactly where to go. 
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Chapter 9 


The Clan 


Lew felt a pair of hands, large, rough fingers pressing on a spot 
near his sternum. As the fingers pressed he sensed heat radiate 
from this spot. This energy surged out his arms and legs and then 
rushed warmly up his neck and around his skull. It reached his 
eyes, which snapped open. A rush of euphoria swelled in his chest 
and his body arched up rigidly. 

Johnny pulled back, still frowning. “Could have lost him 
there,” he mumbled. 

Lew lay back for an instant and then sat upright. He looked 
around. He was in the station’s common room on the sofa. Sumi 
came up and wrapped a coverlet over him. 

“Johnny...” he mouthed, as his mind began to reassemble its 
scattered thoughts. 

“Quiet, little one” Johnny’s voice was solemn. “Lie still” 

Johnny turned to Sumi and they spoke in heated whispers. She 
finally nodded, jerked on her parka, and walked away. Lew heard 
the door open and close. Coming back, the old man went to the 
stove and, with an easy skill, had a hot blaze going. He then 
turned to Lew. 

“Something has happened to you. Something very dangerous. 
If you had stayed at my cabin like I told Sumi you should...” He 
sucked in a quick breath and shook his head. 

Lew stared at the floor, at the window. Anywhere but into that 
face. 
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“You can't hide it, you know. Tell me everything. I can help 
you. 

Reluctantly, Lew told him about the noise in his head and the 
parts of the nightmares he could recall. When he finished, Johnny 
stepped close to him. 

“You must trust me now,’ Johnny whispered, placing his hand 
on Lew’s chest. 

“Be strong. Keep your courage. One of my guardians has 
stolen your spirit. Unless I can retrieve it in the next few days, you 
will certainly die.” 

“Dont bullshit me, old man.” 

“You enjoyed what happened to you yesterday?” 

“I don't need your help.” Lew swept the old man’s hand away 
with his arm. 

“I see. You want your family doctor? Might as well talk to your 
family priest while you are at it. You're going to need him soon 
enough.” 

“Maybe I am crazy.’ Lew looked over to the door, wishing 
Sumi had not gone and left him alone with this geriatric bozo. 
And he thought, but not nearly screwed up enough to believe 
what you're saying. 

“You are no more crazy today then you were last week. You 
cant help it. Your kind are all insane. I can help you lose this 
craziness. But first I've got to get you back into one piece. You 
angered my guardian when you came for me in the waters. It 
sensed that you meant to kill me if I struggled with you. Your 
spirit-wall was weakened by exertion and fear...” 

“You want me to believe that you are causing all these, these 
nightmares?” 

“Tt was the qweykwa, the power instant. My guardian 
protected me from your attack. It took your song, your spirit, 
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what you sometimes call the soul. I have never known spirit loss 
to produce the type of visions you described, but then you are the 
only...” He hesitated. 

“Only what?” 

Johnny still could not accept what his own eyes showed him. 
Here, at last, was a white man vulnerable to the tamamus. 

“Believe me, I will do all that I can to retrieve your spirit. I 
have done so for others. But you see, I’ve never helped a white” 

Johnny refrained from explaining what The Clan had long 
before decided: Whites could not have spirits. They were not 
actually alive, not like people, animals, or plants. They were dead, 
inside where the song lived. The Clan could not accept that the 
Knowledge, the black tamamus, would be so useless against the 
whites unless they had no spirit to defend. 

No, The Clan decreed, the whites had to be spiritless, some 
terrible experiment of Coyote that he forgot to destroy later. 
Woodpecker suggested that Coyote might have mated with a 
mushroom once and that these were simply mushroom people. 

Earlier than the others, Johnny had realized that the whites 
would soon infect all of the tribes with their ignorance; humans, 
like the whites, would then lose their access to the Power Flow 
entirely. He believed that the whites had devised some way of 
shielding their spirits, but that this hid the tamamus from them as 
well. That was when the White Dancer first arose. 

Johnny had studied the whites for decades, deciding finally on 
the method to dispel their magic. Soon he had convinced others, 
many whose Names were as great as his. And together they rode 
against the whites. They got themselves killed with impressive 
ease, he remembered, his comrades. His spirit was still 
embittered, outraged even after these long decades, and mostly 
when he was given the vision that meant he was not to die along 
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side the others. The Knowledge had failed to protect us, he knew. 
It was also his duty to live. For he had seen the error he had made. 
He had been granted the truth of his vision. It was then he 
realized: he had done it all backwards. 

Johnny looked in amazement at this white. This one has 
proven wrong the entire Clan, and Snoquask, against his own 
desire, profoundly right. The truth is indeed strange, Johnny 
noted sadly. Who except Coyote can know it entirely? 

“Guardians, spirits? You gotta be kidding me.” Lew sat up, 
bracing his head in his hands. 

“My guardian is the Orca. He is very powerful; I cannot always 
control him...” 

“I once had a collie. Never could keep it out of the garbage.” 

“You are a fool,” Johnny whispered. “But you need not be so 
joyful about it. You'll be safe enough, if you obey me. I used my 
siwash on you just now. It will keep you going for a time.” 

“Siwash?” 

“Listen to me. Do not travel at night. Stay indoors with the 
windows shut. Burn a fire in your stove, stay by it, the flames will 
calm your mind...” 

“Tm fine, Johnny, really.” 

“You're lucky, little one. I know where your song rests. That's 
very good. Yet...” He shook his head slowly, “you must find a 
guardian for it. Who knows? You might be the first. The first 
white man to wield the tamamus’ 

Lew stood and wobbled over to a chair, and dropped into it. 

“Look at that! Just give me a day or so to regain my strength” 

“You are near death.” The old man shouted, reaching forward 
to grip Lew’s arm. 

“Jesus, lighten up, will you? Believe me, I’m fine.” Only, he 
thought, I’m not altogether sure about you, old man. 
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Johnny stood. “Two days. I'll be back to fix you up.” 

“Listen, Johnny. Don't think I’m ungrateful. You might be a 
real hit as a medicine man, but you are not actually, I mean, 
licensed and all. So don't try anything with me. I’m not...” 

“Not what? Some savage, some piss-poor ignorant Injun like 
me? You have no idea just how ignorant you and your kind really 
are.” 

“Johnny, do me a favor. I mean I did save your life. How do I 
say this? Forget about me.” 

“You don't want to see me again.” 

“T don’t want to see you again. That’s about right. You’ve done 
pretty well not knowing me all these years, and I, well, I sure 
haven't had the best of all possible times since I met you.” 

The shaman paced, collecting his thoughts. “The problem is, 
you whites don't have your own guardians. You know only tame 
animals, sheep and cows and such. You'll have to find something 
better than a damn sheep, something that will protect your song. I 
must think on this.” 

“You do that, Johnny.” 

“Two days. I'll be back. What must be done will be done.” 

“Johnny.” Lew sat forward. “Go home. Collect your insurance. 
Buy a new boat and do some fishing. Only find someone else to 
haunt. Okay? Because I don't believe a damn word you say. 
Tomorrow I'll get myself checked up. Maybe my blood count is a 
little low or something.” 

“You think maybe a little Geritol will bring back your spirit?” 
Johnny laughed, and then frowned. “You are damn ignorant even 
for a white. Anyhow, I chose you and now I am stuck with you, 
that is, if you don’t up and die on me in the next couple days. Yes, 
and Ill need your boat” 
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“Tm talking to you, old man, and youre not listening” Lew 
motioned with his hand in front of the old man’s face. 

“Go away,’ Lew continued. “Read my lips. G-o a-w-a-y. Don't 
even think about taking my boat, or I'll have you back in the slam 
before you can shake your rattle. Sumi’ll give you a lift to the 
mainland.” Hell, shed probably figure he could walk it. 

Johnny strode toward the door. 

“I go, He said loudly. “There is much to do. Much I must 
think about. Make yourself ready, little one. Two days, I'll be 
back” 

The door slammed shut. Lew trundled over to the kitchen, 
poured himself a generous dollop of Wild Turkey, and returned to 
the warmth of the stove. He leaned back, wrapped himself in the 
comforter and sipped greedily, listening for that damn noise in his 
head. He listened and he listened, but it was gone. He felt grand. 
Definitely on the mend. The whiskey was sweet and bitter and hot 
and wonderful. He listened again. Far away he could hear a pair of 
diesels fire up. It was a noise he knew well. The sound of his boat. 
The old man was taking it. 

Lew tossed back the rest of the bourbon, jumped up, and 
headed for the door. After a couple of steps, his head started to 
spin and he slumped to his knees. His eyes closed and he slipped 
onto his side. 

“Two days,” he groaned. “Two days, you old goat, then I call 
the sheriff” He drifted into an uneasy but dreamless sleep. 


Snoquask 115 


Chapter 10 


Puzzling Evidence 


Winslow waited until Jake had clambered over the grounded bow 
back to the stern deck. Jake's weight lifted the speedboat’s bow off 
the rocky beach. He shoved the craft free and hoisted himself up 
on the prow as it swung around. Gary put the Merc in reverse and 
backed them away from the shallows at Fidalgo Head. 

“Did you get it?” Winslow asked. “It was there, wasn't it?” 
Winslow jumped down beside Gary, eyeing his brother's face. “I 
mean no way he was gonna lie to us, I mean we had him good...” 

“Yeah? Well, he lied, Okay? He lied and now he car't tell us 


zip: 
Winslow was growing impatient. “You dumped him where 
theyd find him?” 

“The tide should take him up on the beach at Decatur. But the 
knife won't work. I know they'll find out. They always do” 

“Jako,” Winslow turned his head to the stern, where Jake sat, 
cradling the automatic rifle. “Little brother here thinks the local 
pigs are smart, like those cops on the tube with their lab’atories 
and doctors and all. Now that’s a kick” 

“Like on the fuckin’ tube,’ echoed Jake. “That McBride. He’s no 
supercop.” 

“McBride couldn't find his ass with radar.” Win smiled as Jake 
broke into a laugh. Then he frowned. 

“So how come you fucked up so bad, little brother. Without 
that blanket, we ain't got nothing. The pigs, well at least they don't 
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know who we are. It’s the Captain I’m worried about. Hed like my 
balls for breakfast.” 

“T tell you, it wasn’t there.” Gary yelled, sticking his fist in front 
of his brother’s face. “I looked everywhere. It was just a shack. 
There wasn't no place he could hide it. 

“We can't have you fucking up on us, little brother.” 

“Tt wasn't there. You got shit in your ears? Listen to me.” 

“No! You listen to me.” Winslow reached into the pocket of his 
army coat and drew out a pistol. Pressing this against Gary’s ear, 
he cocked the hammer. “Listen to me,” he hissed. 

“Jesus, Win.” Jake stood. Winslow froze him with an angry 
stare. 

“Cut the crap, big brother.” Gary ducked his head, brushed the 
gun away with his arm. “You crazy? Put that away.” 

“Listen to me,’ Winslow shouted. He smashed the pistol’s 
barrel against the back of Gary’s skull. Gary shivered and 
collapsed. Pilotless, the boat swung into a sharp turn. Win 
grabbed the wheel and steered them back on course. 

“Better take little brother down below,’ he called out to Jake. 
“Fun and games are over. Pick him up, Jake. Come on, bitch, get 
him off my feet. Little prick should have listened to me.” 

Jake remained standing in the stern, his eyes fixed on the 
trickle of blood running down his brother’s neck. 

“T said he should have listened to me. That goes for you, too. 
As if you had any brains...” 

“Okay. All right,” Jake came forward, avoiding Win’s glare, and 
struggled to get Gary down onto the small berth. 

“No more fun and games.’ Winslow spoke to the wind. 


S$s 
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The young M.D. gestured for Lew to pull his pants back on. “If 
what you say is true, your symptoms could, of course, be caused 
by the shock of returning to life from the edge of death” 

“Yeah? Well, I don't really understand why I was ever that 
close to death.” The water wasn't that cold. Geriatric “polar bear” 
clubs swam in the Sound all winter long. “Are you sure there's 
nothing else wrong with me?” 

“Physically you are quite robust. A little tender in the 
midsection, I imagine, even still” He was looking at the fat round 
scar on Lew’s abdomen. “Kuwait, you said?” 

“That’s right?” 

“Perhaps your depression is older than this latest event. Still, a 
near-death experience is nothing to take lightly.” 

“Youd think that would make me a little happy.’ Lew buttoned 
up his shirt. “Not dying I mean.” 

“Just the opposite. The near-death experience is profound and 
disorienting. It makes people forget the reality of their everyday 
difficulties. The return to the disappointments of day-to-day 
living can be quite a letdown. It’s almost as if they expect to 
awaken in a more perfect place.” 

“I gave up on heaven long ago.” 

“Perhaps. Then your experience merely gave you a new 
perspective on old fears. I would say that most people who 
survive a serious threat to their lives, a heart attack or near 
drowning, say, suffer through a period of intense depression. It 
usually wears off” 

“Usually?” 

“Sometimes additional measures are needed.” 

“Meaning what? Shock therapy? Old McDonald’s funny 


farm?” 
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“Hardly. However, psychiatric therapy can be a great tool in 
these cases.” 

“But it normally goes away.’ 

“Oh yes. Post-traumatic depression, however profound, is 
usually short-lived. If you like I can give you some medication 
that will help you cope for a while. If it doesn’t go away ina 
month, well, then I can refer you to others. By the way, is this 
covered by Workman’s Compensation?” 

S$s 

Ignoring the shaman’s admonitions, Sumi had flung on her 
Nor’wester jacket and cap and set off in her ketch for Seattle. A 
friend with a slip at Shilshoe was sailing in the Caribbean, and the 
man she wanted to talk to would likely be in town, this being 
mid-quarter at the University. 

Sumi had watched the old shaman depart. He could have 
stopped by to tell her how the ranger was. Instead he climbed 
aboard Lew’s boat without a word, leaving her to ponder his 
instructions. She was supposed to stay in her house, particularly 
at dusk and dawn, and she was forbidden to see Lew until Johnny 
returned. 

None of it made sense to her, starting from the dream. At 
times Johnny seemed to know exactly what to do. He had pulled 
the ranger back from the edge of death, yet he had allowed 
himself to be tied to a burning boat. He spoke as if some dark, 
uncontrollable force was waiting for him to make a single 
mistake, but he invaded her sleep and begged her for information. 
Was he controlled or the controller? She had to know. 

“The Clan will find us.” These were Johnny’s words, and they 
sparked an old mystery in her imagination. 

It was in the library of the American Philosophical Society in 
Philadelphia, where she had gone to read the field notes of a 
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certain obscure nineteenth century anthropologist, that she first 
perused an account of the ancient dancing society known as The 
Clan. When she later spoke with the Chumash shaman, she 
inquired about The Clan. The old man denied any knowledge of 
this group, and then he denied it again. Next, he got angry with 
her for no reason and asked her to leave. Outside he denied it 
again. 

The account Sumi read in Philadelphia was not collected 
directly by the obscure anthropologist. The Clan’s story had been 
given to him together with the other effects of a Jesuit priest who 
had been held captive for many years. The priest had finally died 
the month before our man paddled into a village on the coast of 
Vancouver Island. The priest had kept a journal of sorts, until his 
writing materials ran out. The anthropologist was quick to 
discount these notes as the hysterical ramblings of a man 
demented by cruel circumstance (the tribe was not kind to its 
slaves), but Sumi found them most intriguing. 

The journal described a secret society of tremendous antiquity, 
a society of shamans that ranged from the near reaches of Alaska 
all the way to Mexico. Known simply as “The Clan,” its totem was 
a mythical two-headed lizard. A group was never acknowledged 
by the shamans themselves or evidenced in society at large, yet it 
controlled the tribes as effectively as would an occupying force. 

Sumi tied off the mainsail and booted up her Macintosh. She 
found the file with the transcript of the original text and read 
while the gray chop beat against her gunwales. The priest’s 
descriptions were somewhat fantastic. They told of dispersed 
conclaves connected through telepathic means, of summary 
punishments that decimated entire villages without the use of any 
apparent force, of month-long dancing festivals punctuated by 
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cannibalistic rites and the nocturnal disappearance of young 
adepts, many of whom were never again seen. 

A section of the text caught her attention: 

“A shaman had taken me into the forest, to one of the sacred 
groves, where I was allowed--in fact, encouraged--to watch the 
proceedings. 

At one point I was thrust in front of a curious flame that 
burned with a sapphire light. A man dressed in the ceremonial 
trappings and large wooden headdress carved in the image of a 
raven danced about me until nearly dawn, when I was struck 
from behind and fell forward into the flames. I awoke when they 
cauterized the wound they had caused by cutting my tongue back 
to its root. The pain was so great I fainted again and awoke back at 
the village. There I was kept for three years in a large cage of 
woven alder branches and fed scraps by widows and young 
children. 

The night before the third winter bone games I was visited by 
the village shaman and two helpers who held me down as their 
master pierced both of my eardrums with a long knife. After that I 
could no longer listen in on the regular pronouncements, the 
truths that were spoken to publicize all events, disputes, and 
rulings. I attempted to escape several times. The last time they cut 
off both of my legs at the knees. 

Since then I have been allowed to crawl around the village at 
will. While they no longer overtly mistreat me, the villagers now 
ignore me, except for the children, who taunt me incessantly. I 
feel my isolation is driving me mad. I am able to write this only 
because one day the headman returned a package of my 
belongings to me. I curse them for their pagan cruelty. May they 
perish in the depths of hell” 

S$s 
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The anthropologist had noted that, when the priest died, the 
shaman was killed and their two bodies were put out to sea in a 
canoe—a very expensive burial for someone who had been a 
slave; a rite like that reserved for the village elder. The 
anthropologist was a careful scientist who would not discard the 
priest’s papers; however, neither had he published them. 

Sumi sought out the surviving Native American tribal leaders 
on the West Coast.She had gotten the very same response from all 
of them. There was no secret Clan. Period. End of discussion. This 
response only compounded her sense that it must be true. Truth, 
the kind she was looking for, would be cloaked in secrecy, she 
figured. So she set out to find the village of the old priest. From 
the description, she found the location right off, but now it was a 
white settlement with a cute little marina and an oversupply of 
timeshare condos. The provincial records said that the people of 
the old village had simply disappeared, not more than a year after 
the anthropologist had visited. The old village might never have 
existed, for all the traces that remained today. She was still 
intrigued by the whispered legends of this ancient society of 
shamans. Sumi wondered if Johnny were somehow connected to 
this society. 

It was well after dark when she tied up at Shilshoe and tried to 
sleep, although the first night on the boat was always difficult for 
her. It was Saturday night in Seattle. Some ass in the next boat, 
probably on Ecstasy, kept turning up the volume on some tedious 
techno cut. After a couple of hours of this she plotted to sneak 
over there, crack his skull with a belaying pin, and throw him 
overboard. People like that should restrict their intake of 
controlled substances to grass and Prozac, she reasoned, for the 
public good. 
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“Professor Klein?” It was morning, finally. Sumi stood 
hunched in the driving rain wondering what idiot decided to 
abandon phone booths for these dinky stands that provided little 
shelter from noise or weather. “I hope I’m not waking you up.” 

“Tt is a trifle early, let me see?” She heard him yawn. “Seven 
thirty,” he grumbled under his breath. “I trust this is not about the 
midterm.” 

“You may not remember me. I sat on a panel with you up at 
the University of British Colombia about nine months ago. 
Remember, the symposium on New Age cults? My name is Sumi 
Miyakawa.” 

“Wiseguys?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Of course, Ms. Miyakawa. I must confess I haven't finished...” 

“I didn't wake you up to see if you had read my book. I have to 
talk with you.” 

“T have office hours this afternoon.” 

“This morning, right now, if that’s possible.” 

“T see.” 

“Have you had your breakfast?” 

“Breakfast? No, I think I would have remembered that,’ he 
chuckled. 

“Tt is early, isn't it. ’'m terribly sorry.” 

“That’s all right. You're not in any trouble, are you?” 

“Trouble? Why?” 

“Nothing. Forget it. Have you eaten?” 
“Not really?” 

“Meet me at the Thirteen Coins uptown” 
“Fine. Half an hour?” 


“Sure” 
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She didn’t really mind the Thirteen Coins. The food was very 
nice, although the decor verged into vinyl. They both ate for a 
time before she settled back and sipped at her coffee. 

She watched the Professor eat. He ate with vigor, using the 
bent-over, two-handed knife and fork, elbows-out technique that 
she had noticed before with New Yorkers of Eastern European 
extraction. She liked this; it lacked the dainty pretensions she had 
been taught. Mostly she noticed his tan. Who has a tan like that in 
Seattle? Give him a pinky ring and a leisure suit, and hed look like 
a Miami optometrist. 

“I see you've been on sabbatical,’ she ventured. 

“Cant hide it around here. I spent six months down in Santa 
Barbara at the University.” He looked over at her. “How about 
you? What’s the big mystery?” 

“I am a nuisance, Professor Klein, I realize...” 

“You can skip all that. It’s just “Benny.” And only my freshmen 
call me professor. So, what can I do for you?” 

“Chuckanut Johnny...” 

Benny broke into a smile and leaned back. “Chuckanut 
Johnny, there’s a name I don't care to hear about before breakfast.” 

“You're the expert on Puget Lamish mysticism, what do you 
know about him?” 

“Expert? Every time someone calls me that I feel like a fraud, 
like some virtuoso concert pianist who's never played a note, a 
famous surgeon whos never held a knife. I know nearly 
everything you can find out about the Lamish and their shamans, 
but the real experts are people like Johnny. They tell me what they 
want me to know. The rest I dig up from the legends and the old 
ethnographies.” 


“But you've met him.” 
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“Sure, ’'ve known Johnny for years. First time I met him I 
spoke to him in Lamishan. It made him laugh, but he was angry. 
He then accused me of stealing their words.” 

“So, he’s sensitive.” 

“Not really, he simply doesn't like me, never has. I asked him 
why once. 

‘Look at you, he said, “What’s to like?’ The old renegade, I have 
to admit it. I do like him. Never could work with him, though, but 
we meet now and then at the bone games. He’s a queer bird.” 

“Surely you must have some idea about him, his powers...” 

Benny nodded. “Johnny’s as close to a legendary figure as 
you'll ever find. He is a shaman of the black tamamus, which 
means he controls the songs that make people strong or weak, 
sick or healthy, alive, yes, and dead. He is the last: he and old 
Tumbo Sam, if Sam’s still alive somewhere. Johnny’s an incredible 
cultural resource who doesn't give a damn about anyone but 
Johnny. Not that I blame him. A man’s got his pride, and Johnny’s 
been kicked around by just about everyone” 

Benny was beginning to lecture, an unconscious habit. 

“Decades ago the Lamish were almost all converted to 
Catholicism. That left Johnny with no one to follow him. It was 
Johnny’s nephew, Henry Alex, who first became a priest and then 
led the tribe into the church. Johnny went off to Chuckanut Bay 
and started a dancing cult there, but his lodge was destroyed by 
some settlers and he took to fishing” 

“How old is he?” 

“He wont say, and what everyone else says doesn’t make sense. 
His life has acquired certain, um, let’s say ‘legendary’ qualities. 
I’ve even heard people claim Johnny was involved with the Ghost 
Dance revival. 


“But that was well over a hundred years ago.” Sumi said. 
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“Others say he is fabulously wealthy, and this is why the whites 
tore down his lodge, looking for some secret treasure trove.” 

“Any truth to this?” 

“One of my graduate students studied the history of the 
Lamish fishing operation and came up with an impossible growth 
curve. He claimed their whole fleet was purchased in less than five 
years. This would mean a capital investment of at least a million 
dollars, plus an outside line of credit” 

“Whered they get their money?” 

“T brought this up to one of my informants who just winked 
and said, ‘Good tamamus: Who knows, maybe they caught a lot 
of fish. The Lamish don’t like to talk about their wealth anyway; 
it’s bad luck.” 

“Has Johnny ever taken on an apprentice?” 

“Funny you should bring that up. I had a call just yesterday, a 
deputy from the Island County Sheriff’s office who was also 
curious about Chuckanut Johnny. Seems that one of Johnny's 
acolytes has developed some chronic mental problems.” 

“What did you tell the deputy?” 

Benny shrugged. “He wanted to know if Johnny ever used 
drugs in his rituals. I told him that the Lamish don’t indulge in 
such ceremonies. This isn’t Arizona. But there's more. He faxed 
me a photograph of a ceremonial knife and asked if it could be 
Johnny’s. I had to tell him it was a Lamish design.” 

“Why did he want to know about that?” 

“He said it was a murder weapon.” 

“Murder.” Sumi shook her head. 

“What’s your interest in this?” 

“Like you say, Johnny gets kicked around. I don't like it. ’m 
sure he didn't kill anyone.” 
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“T knew Charlie. And you're right. Johnny wouldn't kill him, at 
least not with his knife” 

“Come on, you don't really think that Johnny could even...” 

“Johnny would kill his own son, ifthe qweykya demanded it.” 

“He’s...more, more...” She shrugged. 

“Not your ordinary wiseguy?” He smiled, she returned it. 

“What if I could get him to take me as an apprentice?” 

“Never happen. Totally taboo. He'd commit suicide before hed 
try such a thing. He'd be committing suicide anyhow if he did try 
that. The Clan would kill him in an instant...” 

“The Clan?” she asked, and she wondered, what did he know 
about The Clan? 

He pretended not to hear her question. “Just forget about him 
teaching you anything,” 

“How does he do it? What’s his power?” 

“Is this breakfast, or a seminar?” 

“Come on, tell me, won't you?” 

He pushed his plate away. “I've been working on a new 
interpretation of the entire Lamish corpus. Johnny would only 
laugh” 

“And The Clan?” 

“I was looking into biogenetic structuralism, decades ago. 
LeSiice 

“,..Pseudo-scientific evolutionist bullshit,” she said, smiling. 
“People like to think there will be a straightforward way to link 
biology and culture. I’m not convinced. We are more than the 
sum of our genes. What about Johnny?” 

He shrugged. “The Lamish legends agree and disagree with 
you. They say that culture, as we know it, evolves out of a radical 
break from what you might call ‘human nature’ But they go on to 


describe a time,” he continued, “a time when human nature and 
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culture were not separated, an age when each and every human 
on Earth perceived her or his own song.” 

He paused, expectant. 

“Song?” 

“That’s my point,’ he continued. You don’t have any idea what 
Tam talking about. Ants and bees swarming by the millions, 
teeming termite hordes—and each individual knows its own 
song. Do you? Flowers growing in the meadow have an intrinsic 
knowledge of their identity that is denied to you.” 

“You have never heard your song, Sumi. Nor I, mine.” Benny 
said. 

“T don't follow you.” 

“Well, then, let’s say this innate perception of identity is the 
grounding of what we call ‘instinct? Only now let’s call it 
‘knowledge: Does a deer know it’s a deer? I don’t think so, but it 
knows its own song, and this is where its instinctual behavior 
derives. Do you know you are ‘humar’? Of course, but you have 
no knowledge of your personal uniqueness, of your song. You 
have achieved a group identity, but you've lost yourself, as have we 
all. Except, perhaps, Mr. Chuckanut Johnny, and those like him. 
How did this momentous change come about, you ask? That is the 
saddest story of all. According to the Lamish stories—twisted 
though their meanings had become—the old Coyote Clan had 
acquired the ability to project these songs. If a Coyote wanted you 
to think he was a goat...” 

“Or a bear?” Sumi remembered the grizzly. 

“,..that’s what you would see. They could actually mimic the 
song of any animal they chose or simply hide their own song and 
become effectively invisible. They used this skill to dominate the 
tribes. Unfortunately, their ambition did not end at that level. 
With continued effort, they sought to extend their abilities from 
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the realm of perception to a level of control over the empirical 
world. They sought the power to physically alter the resonance of 
matter, not just mimic it, but transform it entirely.” 

“All this sounds very familiar, kind of Biblical.” 

“Of course. I'm not talking about my family history here. This 
is what happened to our whole species. He glanced around and 
continued, his voice a careful whisper. 

“Dont you see? They finally did it” 

“Did what?” 

“They discovered how to tap into the source of this resonance 
and to focus their power in a way that caused permanent 
transformation of the object of their attention” 

“Lead into gold?” 

“Nothing so simple. I don’t know how it happened, or why 
they were so foolish, but they changed us.” 

“Changed us?” 

“Not us directly, but our forbears—all of them?” 

“All...2” 

“And overnight, the story said. And when the humans awoke, 
they did not even remember they had been different the day 
before?” 

“But... why?” 

“Apparently they wanted to protect the knowledge they had 
acquired. They decided to alter the song of all humans outside of 
their clan...” 

“You mean “The Clan?” 

He continued. “One important story tells of a division in their 
ranks. Their old leader insisted that they give this new power to 
every human. The meeting went against him. The old one walked 
out and became the wandering Coyote of Lamish legends.” 
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“Do you realize what you are saying? You are telling me we 
arent...” 

“Human? Precisely. Not in the sense that a mouse is a mouse 
and an eagle an eagle. We are, in fact, uniquely separated from the 
rest of creation. In the entire world we are the only creatures 
unable to hear the song of our self. This has made for interesting 
developments—war, literature, art, sadism, love—all in place of an 
identity we should, by a simple biological right, possess.” 

“Youd rather have us foraging around in the bushes? Benny, 
the sixties are over.” 

“Dont you see? Unless we can regain this ability we will just 
keep on hating and killing...” 

“And loving and creating...” 

“That's right, but never being satisfied with either creation or 
destruction. Damned to be lost from ourselves forever.” 

“And you think you can change this?” 

“T think that somehow we have clawed our way back up to the 
point where we can discover, through science, what we lost 
through when they deprived us of our humanity. All I am saying 
is that whatever was turned off can be turned back on, if we 
discover where on the chromosomes these genes are located. Even 
though we've mapped the entire genome, there is a lot of genetic 
material we know nothing about. Do you know why?” 

“Not a clue.” 

Benny thought for a minute. “Okay. Let’s say you were looking 
for a man floating on a raft in the middle of the Pacific Ocean. 
How would you find him?” 

“Color, I suppose, motion, something that would distinguish 
him from the background.” 

“Exactly. Biologists look for genetic information the same way 
—searching for active markers they can identify. Inactive genetic 
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material is effectively invisible, right in front of us. Anyhow, we 
are too busy investigating the active code, finding cures to cancer 
and other diseases.” 

“T get it. If we don’t know it’s broken, we can’t even begin to fix 
it? 

“Exactly, but somewhere in our genome is the code that will 
bring back our song to us.” 

“So what has this got to do with Johnny?” 

“T think that the experiences he forces on his apprentices are 
designed to trigger the activity of some of this genetic 
information” 

“Then the vision quest isn't just traditional lore, something 
made up to scare the novice.” 

“I just put two and two together...” 

“And came up with a billion. I am not saying it’s all baloney.” I 
am thinking this, however. Sumi glanced at her empty coffee mug, 
not knowing what to say next. “I guess I am bothered by one little 
detail” 

“Which is?” 

“Whatever happened to all these magical beings?” 

“Humans, Sumi. They were simply humans. Humans who 
sought to become the masters of their brothers and sisters. But 
when they destroyed the power to perceive the song, they created 
an immunity to its effect. Not only did they find themselves 
powerless against these new monsters, Homo sapiens, they also 
could not reverse this mistaken transformation. They who would 
be gods, in time became slaves of the newly powerful: the tool 
makers, the city builders. Over the centuries, they died out, or 
were hunted and killed as demons when novel religious ideas 
took hold. They became mythical creatures of a previous age. By 


then the very memory of mankind's former introspective 
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knowledge was eclipsed by newer modes of thought and 
language.” 

“Dont you see?” He was almost shouting now. She motioned 
for him to calm himself. 

He continued, “Johnny is a vestige of those who sought to 
preserve a tenuous hold upon the knowledge that was ripped 
away from us. He's the last of those who can summon up the 
spark of humanity we have all lost. And the old bastard won't talk 
to me! Sometimes I just wish it were all over. When Johnny’s 
gone, I guess it will be. Maybe it is better that we never again 
achieve what Coyote had. We do enough damage in our 
ignorance.” 

“And you put this in a book?” 

“Humanism in a Post-Human Society. It’s due out in May.” 

“So now were all post-humans?” 

“According to the Lamish.” 

“What about The Clan? Does it still exist?” 

“Clan?” 

“You said The Clan would kill Johnny if he took me as an 
apprentice.” 

“Did I?” Benny looked around the restaurant. As if someone 
might be listening. His voice returned to conspiratory whisper. “I 
meant to say his clan—family prerogative, you know” 

“But there is a secret Clan. A dancing society of shamans.” 

“The Lamish used to feed lots of false information to the 
priests and anthropologists. There was this one myth theyd tell of 
a convoluted journey with many battles and such that was 
authoritatively determined to describe the passage of the Spanish 
down Puget Sound. It wasn’t until recently that we discovered it 
was the Lamish description for the process of digestion. You 
might say they were shitting us all along. No, all the old Clan 
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stories were just made-up fantasies for our amusement. Nobody 
has ever seen these ceremonies or visited the secret places. They 
just don't exist.” 

“But...” 

“Listen, I've got to be going.” 

“What you described, is it true? Do you believe we're not 
human?” 

“What I believe is no use to you. Go ask Johnny. If you can get 
anything down on tape, I'd be glad to work with you on an 
interpretation and analysis.” 

“Thanks,” she said. 

“Keep in touch. It’s been interesting. I think Pll go right home 
and finish Wiseguys.’ He stood and she stood and they shook 
hands and he left her with the check. 

“Goddamn academic,’ she muttered as she reached for her 
plastic. 
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Chapter 11 


Betsy 


Lew watched through the station's window as Johnny strode along 
the path from the bay. The old man wore an old Navy pea coat 
with a red bandana rolled and tied around his head, and he 
carried a bulging leather satchel. Stringy white hair hung on his 
shoulders. He looked like an octogenarian Willie Nelson. A few 
strides behind him a young woman picked her way along the 
path. She was swaddled in an oversized goose-down parka and 
wore a blue ski cap over a head of jet-black hair. 

The weather was changing again. A front of dark clouds hung 
in the southwestern sky and made slow advances against the 
north wind. You didn't need a weatherman to tell you it would 
pour before noon. Lew’s idea was that Johnny would be gone long 
before then. This time he would personally escort the old 
troublemaker off the island. 

Lew opened the door. Johnny nodded curtly in his direction 
and ducked inside. The woman swept past him, bumping him 
with one down-padded shoulder. Ignoring his mumbled greetings 
they continued up the stairs and over to the stove, looking about 
and talking between them. Lew shut the door noisily and 
wandered up and into the kitchen. Anger mixed with his 
anticipation. He could sense his self-assurance slip away. 

Johnny came into the kitchen and poured himself a cup of 
coffee. 

“Good day for it, little one’ he said. 
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“Listen, Johnny. I went to the doctor yesterday. I’m sure I'll 
snap out of this any day now.” 

The shaman stood there smiling grimly. 

“Sorry you had to come all this way,’ Lew continued. “Tl give 
you and your friend a lift back to the mainland.” 

“Screw your doctors.” Johnny reached out and took Lew’s right 
hand with both of his and spread the fingers, kneading gently 
between each joint. He did the same with the left. Grunting softly, 
he let go. 

“What is it?” Lew asked. The old man’s touch seemed to sap 
away the reserve he had been nurturing. 

“You are worse off than I thought. Tonight’s got to be the 
night, or there will be no tomorrow for you, I’m afraid” 

“Tonight?” 

Johnny sighed, “Certain times are better for this sort of thing. 
There is a rhythm to the day. We will wait for qweykwa, the 
moment of danger.” 

“T’ve got another idea. Why don't I just give you and your 
woman friend, a ride over to Anacortes? If I'm not feeling better 
in a month or so, I'll give you a call.” 

“It’s a good day to hunt your spirit, little one,” he announced. 
“Tomorrow there'll be one less ignorant white man in the world.” 

“Cut the crap? 

“Got you worried?” Johnny slammed his mug on the counter, 
grinning. “I think you need a short lesson in manners.” 

“Damn you, Lew whispered. “Why did I bother to save your 
ass?” His anger flared. “You bastard. You tottering old shit. Who 
do you think you are, anyhow?” 

The old man smiled innocently. 

“Get the hell out of here,” Lew growled. 
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All he wanted to do at that moment, and he wanted this bad, 
was to knock the stupid grin off the old man’s face. He could feel 
his chest heaving as he fought to control himself. 

“Get out, befor--” He grabbed for Johnny with his left hand, 
his right drawn back in a fist. 

Johnny skipped sideways out of reach behind the table, his 
eyes fixed on Lew’. Every instant, Lew’s hatred seemed to double, 
and as it did, Johnny’s face grew uglier. 

Lew shut his eyes. His mind slipped back into old hatreds, 
bad enemies, and worse friends. Ugly fights he had as a kid, 
teachers who degraded him, Laila’s taunts—a host of trivial 
insults, hurts he had carried on his breast like leeches. His heart 
pounded. He opened his eyes again, his vision blurry. He had 
never felt such rage. This eclipsed everything else in his mind. His 
vision darkened and the pounding of his heart seemed to be 
rocking the room. He took both hands and wiped a film of sweat 
from his face. His jaw clamped tight till he could hardly breath. 
He forced his eyes back to Johnny’s face. The old man’s eyebrows 
knotted and his cheeks puffed and fluttered as his mouth spread 
into a broad grimace. Then Lew understood. The old man was 
catching his hatred, sending it back on him. 

The shaman’s mouth broke into a hearty laugh. “Heyya!” he 
shouted. “Taste the anger. It was yours, little one. You hate good 
for a white boy. Now your hate is mine!” Johnny’s right arm shot 
out, a rough hand gripped Lew’s throat. The pain was immediate, 
incredible. The inside of his head rang with it. Lew’s head jerked 
head back, he closed his eyes and the pain subsided. 

Johnny withdrew his hand. “How does that feel?” he asked, a 
shoe salesman speaking to a finicky lady customer. 

Lew felt invaded, violated, mortified: a nauseating 
combination of outrage and galling humiliation. It felt like a lance 
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had pierced him and released an ugly venomous clot. Like some 
disgusting growth had been removed from a hidden pocket of his 
psyche. He felt embarrassed, ashamed, without knowing why. 

“Such an angry man you were. You are still, only now you can 
start fresh. Don't let your anger grow to hatred, little one; direct it 
toward your purpose. That is the qweykwa. Your hatred clouded 
your mind. I need you thinking clearly. You are ashamed of your 
hatred, how you surrendered to it. Your shame is normal, but it 
will pass. We've got us a saying: “Hate is the shit every child eats. I 
have removed that turd from your lips. Feel the shame, Lew, and 
forget it, and then surrender no more to your anger.” 

“Then how come I still hate you?” Lew managed to whisper. 

Johnny laughed again. “You hate yourself, not me. I offer you 
life, white boy. But you must quest for it. I can only guide you to 
the edge of an experience, to the ordeal you must suffer if you are 
to gain the tamamus.” 

Johnny patted Lew on the shoulder, poured him some more 
coffee, and busied himself at the stove. Lew sipped the bitter brew, 
his attention settled on the limb of a tree out the window, a cedar 
branch bending in a squalling Southern breeze. He leaned 
forward on his elbows and let his mind wander. There were 
sudden, novel thoughts, strangely attractive. And new memories; 
perhaps a lifetime of sweet moments that had been buried under 
his anger—the smile of a lover he met when he was so young, his 
mother’s eyes focused on his as she sang him to sleep, his father’s 
laugh. That stuff you forget. As though it wasn’t important. 

He felt a new emotion, a thrill he had never really known 
before. Only one word came to mind: “joy.” And that word wasn't 
nearly adequate. This euphoria was as rapidly consuming as his 
fury had been moments before. 
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What next? He glanced warily over at the shaman. Damn him, 
anyway. The old coot was taking advantage of his weakened 
condition. A little anger returned, a black shoot pushing up 
through a carapace of fear. Lew nursed it carefully. 

“I brought along someone. Like me, she'll treat you straight. 
Not like that brother of hers. Charlie's a bad-ass. We got to do 
something about that boy.” 

“Charlie?” And you are about as straight as a rattlesnake, Lew 
mused. 

“You see, Charlie’s missing. Betsy here is real worried about 
him. Betsy’s a seer. If shed only open her eyes she'd know what 
happened to her brother.” 

“You mean she’s like you?” 

Johnny sighed and leaned back in his chair. “Betsy is syokwo, 
her power is passive. I am dexwidakeb.’ His voice became a low 
tremor. “I control the tamamus that makes the elk freeze in its 
tracks for my arrows. I can make a warrior’s heart ache for the 
body of a bloated old hag, or his hands numb with the fear of my 
shadow. I have many guardians, many songs.” He winked. 
“Impressed...? No? Well it used to scare the crap out of them. 
Doesn't work much anymore. People are tired of the traditional 
ways, the old lies. That’s the goddamn tragedy. We built in too 
many secrets, hid too many truths. We’ve been cornered by our 
taboos. Still, I protect my people. Yes, but they fear me, and would 
kill me if they had the balls to do it right. You see, they know ’'m 
dangerous. As I grow older my heart might harden and my 
powers will do much mischief. I am the last of my kind” 

Johnny closed his eyes and began to sing a whispered tune. It 
was low and guttural, passing through his lips like a desperate 
prayer. At that moment he looked older, much older. The singing 
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stopped, the sadness lingered. “Go talk to Betsy,’ he warned. 
“Leave me be.” 

The woman had built up the fire in the stove. She sat cross- 
legged on the floor, facing the flames. Her black hair tumbled over 
a pair of slim shoulders, falling clear to the floor. She wore a blue 
cotton chamois man’s work shirt that cut her close across her 
breasts and was tucked into an old pair of green corduroys. She 
had taken off her boots and her brown-stocking clad feet crossed 
over each other like sleeping kittens. 

When she heard Lew approach she didn’t stand but simply 
bent her head back and sideways, watching him. This made a 
softly curved line run from the point of her chin, along her small 
jaw and down a golden neck, which met the curvature of her 
collarbone and melted into the double rising swell that began 
above the button holding her shirt closed. She didn’t smile or nod, 
but merely sat there, her mouth pursed closed and a pair of large 
brown eyes focused on him. Lew reached the chair by the fire and 
lowered himself. 

“Lew, he said, “Lew Emery.’ He held out his hand. She gave it 
a firm shake. 

“Elizabeth. Betsy.” 

When her mouth opened he saw it was also large in a broadly 
sensuous way and filled with even rows of pearly white teeth. 

The fire crackled and spat. The wood was green. 

“What does Johnny want with you?” 

“Why not ask Johnny that?” said Johnny, joining them. 

“What are you up to?” Betsy said. “You told me this guy would 
help me find my brother. He looks like he couldn't find the 
business end of a screwdriver.” 

“Quiet syokwo. Do not interfere.” 

“Dont you ‘syokwo’ me. What about my brother?” 
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“As soon as I have found a guardian for this one’s spirit...” 

“A guardian? You've gone nuts! Look at him.” She pointed at 
Lew. 

“What do you see?” she asked. Johnny shrugged. 

“He's white! He’s white, all right, and Johnny, you must be 
wacko.” 

“T think maybe...” said Lew, “Perhaps I should...” 

“He showed great courage and strength when he came for me 
in the waters.” Johnny reached out and gripped Lew’s arm briefly, 
then he continued. “I can find his spirit, all right, but I doubt if he 
can find a way to guard it even if I get it back inside him. Hell, 
whites weren't even supposed to have one. This troubled me 
greatly until I remembered what Woodpecker once said about the 
whites...” The old one is seldom right, Johnny thought, but he is 
never far from the truth. 


> 


“Listen to yourself, Snoquask...” said Betsy. 

“Listen to her,” said Lew. 

“Stay out of this,” Betsy spoke. 

“Tonight we'll save this one’s song.” Johnny pronounced. 

“Not tonight, not ever! It’s obscene...!” 

Lew reached over and grabbed his flight jacket. “Yeah? Well 
‘this one’ is going out for a walk. Do me a favor, will you? Settle 
this between you, and come tell me when youre ready to leave.” 
He walked down the stairs and out the door. 

SS§ 

The southern sky looked ominous, and scattered breezes 
picked up the waves on the Sound. Overhead, the sun was 
alternately dazzling and darkly muted as the first bands of the on- 
shore storm scudded beneath it. Lew picked his way up the 
western cliffs to a path that led to the top of a steep point of land 
overlooking the Straight of Juan de Fuca. 
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He stopped to view a sailboat heeled over in the rising winds. 
It was running with the wind to a far reach, then it would try and 
tack back into port on the north side of that island before the 
storm hit. But it won't make it, he figured. It’s fat and slow, built 
for a comfortable pace, broad-beamed and loaded with lead. You 
couldn't tip it over with a gale, but it’s running from a little squall. 
Running scared. Just like Lew. His fear now hung before him as 
dark and inevitable as the thunderheads marching up-Sound. 

He had always sensed the fear of those around him. The KTO 
had been a deep river of it. And yet he had refused to plunge: not 
even when the bullet pounded him into the bulkhead of his 
helicopter. His own death was unthinkable to him. Although he 
had thought about this constantly, it never aroused more than a 
background panic against his overriding self-hate. Looking back 
now, he could see clearly his own desperation—not the fanatical 
desperation of radical alienation, nor was it the stupid, wishful 
desperation of people they call heroes, merely the pastel despair 
of complacent emptiness. The common desperation of his time. 

The fear that consumed him now made up for all those 
moments when he should have been frightened and wasnt. His 
fear really began, he realized, the moment when Sumi yelled at 
him, at the instant he turned and pulled the trigger. He told her 
then he was spooked. Truth was he was terrified. 

“What did you do, anyway?” Betsy had come up behind him. 
The first bands of rain whispered on the madrona leaves. 

“Do?” 

“To Johnny. And what's he up to with you?” 

“Didn't he tell you? I made the mistake of saving his miserable 
ass. I pulled him out of the Sound after his boat burned out under 
his feet.” 
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“Dont kid yourself? She let out a quick laugh. “Johnny’s no 
stranger to the Sound. Hed never drown. Oh, no. Not Snoquask. 
You know my great uncle told me once he saw Johnny swim 
across Hood Canal.” 

“So what? It’s not the English Channel after all.” 

“Underwater?” 

“That’s crazy.” 

“T know that and you know that. I’m just not so sure Johnny’s 
convinced. Do you have any idea who he is?” 

“ve been told he’s a shaman, whatever that means.” 

“Well, he’s that, and more.” She laughed again. “A whole lot 
more, I would say. Now I think he made up most of the stories 
people say about him, so don't take me wrong. Problem is, I think 
he believes all those stories. Then again, maybe they’re all true” 

“What stories?” 

She shrugged. “Of course, Johnny’s not his real name. He is 
Snoquask? 

“He looks pretty old” 

“Old? He is definitely old. In fact, no one I’ve talked to knows 
his real age. Even my oldest relatives remember him as a man in 
their youth. Yet sometimes he seems as young as my brother.” 

The sudden thought of Charlie jolted her. She shook her head 
to keep the tears back. The sky itself was weeping great drops. The 
rains gathered in intensity and struck at an oblique angle in the 
now-steady south wind. Lew looked out to sea. The sloop had 
made its tack and was headed home. 

“Let's get out of this,” he said softly. 

A nearby andesite outcrop formed a natural shelter from the 
southern wind-driven rain. In a short while, the storm would 
settle down to gusting drizzle, the usual weather for this time of 
year. They sat on a low boulder, smelling the dusty odor of new 
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rain. Then Betsy continued, as if to push the memory of her 
brother away. 

“Sometimes Johnny is old, real old, and I feel like helping him 
walk.” She stopped and looked out at the Sound. “You know, 
people say he can walk through the air” 

“You believe that?” 

“No,” she answered uncertainly, “I can't believe any of it. I have 
no room for it. You see, I have filled my heart with Jesus and the 
loving grace of Mother Mary. 

“Mother Mary?” 

“T’ve been a Catholic all my life” 

“But Johnny told me that you are a ‘seer; that you can see the 
future.” 

“As a kid, did you ever have a strange dream?” 

“Sure.” 

“Did you tell your mom, the next day, about all those 
monsters waking you up?” 

“Sometimes I told her, then I stopped remembering them. I 
got too old” And too young, he remembered. 

“But you weren't Lamish. You see, when I told it my mom, she 
went and told the Headman. Anyway they interpreted it as a 
prophecy, something to do with the next salmon harvest. Well, it 
came true. My dreams were no longer my own after that. All my 
relatives call me syokwo to this day. 

“What does that mean?” 

“Syokwo is person who can see, well, things. Like a fortune 
teller.” 

“Too bad you never took up the horses.” 

“T could’a made a mint. Yeah, sure. I don't know. Sometimes I 
wish it were true.” She closed her eyes. Sometimes I scare myself 
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when I dream, thinking it is true. “But it’s only nonsense.” That 
last part came out more like a question, or a hope. 

“Tm real glad there’s someone else around here who doesn't 
think Johnny is Mr. Wizard.” Lew rubbed his neck. “And you're a 
Christian...” 

“You make it sound like a disease.” 

“What do you do? For a living, I mean” 

“Tm a C++ programmer in an eCommerce startup.” 

“No shit?” 

“Cross my heart.” 

“So, youre not frightened of Johnny?” 

“Mother Mary will protect me. What can Johnny do to me?” 

“That’s great for you. Me, I get this crazy feeling that all the 
rules everybody else has got to follow don't mean shit to Johnny. 
Makes me want to run just to see him coming. Now I just want to 
get rid of him” 

“Rid of Johnny? You don’t know him, do you?” She frowned. 

“There has to be some way.” 

“He is who he is. If you want to get rid of him you'll need to be 
strong...” 

“Strong, I can do.” 

“..But to succeed you'll have to kill him.” She said this calmly. 
Like everybody knows that. 

“Kill?” How does one kill a shaman? Silver bullets? Stake 
through the old ticker? He figured she was kidding him. Lew 
doubted Johnny would melt if he poured water on him. No, in the 
Pacific Northwest it would probably take sunshine to kill a 
shaman. 

“He's only a man.” 


“You sure about that?” 
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“No different from you. Oh, lots of shamans have been killed. 
During the nineteenth century it was mostly open season.” 

“How did you get interested in programming, anyway? 

“You think I should have stayed with basket weaving?” 

“That’s not what I...” 

“,..Or maybe married some nice Joe on the reservation and 
had a crop of kids?” 

“Come on. I was only asking...” Just what he needed, another 
woman on the island who hated him. “How do we talk Johnny out 
of this?” 

“You know, I’m not all that sure you want to get out of this.” 

“All I want is to get in my plane and leave” 

“So, go, already.” 

“I don't want this old man here when I return.” 

“Then stay.” 

“So maybe I'll just let him do it, whatever it is he has in 
mind?” 

“Believe me, if you have the slightest doubt about what Johnny 
is saying, or who he is, then the last thing you should do is agree 
to any kind of ceremony.’ 

“Why not just call his bluff?” 

“You're probably very clever, but you have no background in 
our rituals.” 

“So I'd probably screw it up, right? Then it wouldn't work and 
Johnny’ll find someone else to plague.” 

“And youd be dead or worse...” 

“T thought this was only a test?” 

“Nothing ‘only’ about it,” she chided him. “I want you to know 
just how important this is to him. If any of the tribal leaders 
caught on to this theyd have to kill him,—and probably you as 
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well. Youd be a whole lot safer getting in your plane and never 
coming back. Only...” 

“Only?” 

“Johnny said you would help me find my brother.” She started 
to sob again. 

“Well, he didn't exactly tell me about that part” Lew stood and 
put his hand on her shoulder. She was weeping freely now. “So 
maybe I'll stay and humor him a little. He’s just a crazy old man. I 
can fake it, you know. Let him shake his rattle. Anyway, you've 
been through this sort of thing before, right? You tell me when to 
start worrying.” 

“How about last week?” She shook her head sadly and wiped 
her face on her sleeve. 

“Maybe you had better just pray for me” 

“That I will” She covered his hand with hers. “Let me talk to 
Johnny. Maybe I can find out what’s driving him to this. Talk 
some sense into him.” 

“Let's get back.” Lew offered her his arm and they strolled back 
to the station, unmindful of the rains but suddenly very conscious 
of each other. 
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Chapter 12 


Raven’s Dance 


Back up in the common room, Lew was pacing. Johnny was 
already adding wood to the fire. Lew’s fear galloped as he watched 
the old man. 

Johnny continued to feed the fire. Looking into the flames, he 
realized he had placed far too much trust in Lew’s native ability to 
survive the knowledge instant. This one’s resistance was bolstered 
by the ignorance that once protected him. What will happen now 
that this ignorance is stripped away? And why must it be done so 
suddenly? Yet Johnny’s vision told him this was the only possible 
way. There is no more time. The young one must obey him now. 

“Johnny,” Betsy whispered. “This thing, you cannot do. Not 
you.” 

“Keep still!” 

“But my brother...” 

“Charlie George is beyond my help? Johnny roared. 

“Hold it,” said Lew, turning to Betsy. “Your brother’s name is 
Charlie George ?” 

“Charlie was on Johnny’s boat with Johnny. The three men 
who tried to kill Johnny took Charlie with them?” 

“Then you haven't heard yet.” He paused. Betsy began to cry 
again, anticipating his next words. 

“He is. Isn’t he?” 


“Tt was on the radio this morning.” 
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“He’s dead, and Johnny, you killed him. Sure as you stand 
there.” The words crawled out of her mouth from between 
clenched teeth. Lew put his hand on her shoulder. She let him 
draw her into a hug. 

“Johnny, I think youd better go.” 

“Be still” Johnny bellowed. “Remember your nightmares. 
Tonight you can muster the courage to find your spirit, or you can 
let them take you for good.” 

“Dont listen to him,” Betsy pleaded. “It’s madness. Please take 
me back to the mainland” 

“Sure thing” 

“Running will not save him,’ Johnny spoke to Betsy, “You 
must make him understand.” 

“Tve been running all my life,” Lew turned to face Johnny. He 
found his flight jacket and jerked it on. “Stay the night if you 
want, but if I find you here when I return, I'll have you jailed for 
trespassing. You follow us and [ll put a bullet in your skull” Lew 
turned down the stairs, Betsy a step behind him. 

“Dont you even want to know?” Johnny called to them. 

“Know what?” Betsy asked. 

“About Charlie.” 

Betsy stopped. 

Lew took her arm. 

“Tell me,” she demanded. 

“They've been pretty clever so far” 

“They?” 

“The three who took him. Others, too, I imagine. Could be the 
sheriff’s in with them.” 

“Why not the governor?” Lew stepped back into the room. 

“You think so?” The old man looked thoughtful. 
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“This is some senseless game of yours.’ Lew put his hand on 
Johnny's shoulder, turning him around. “Isn't it, old man?” 

“My people would agree with you there. Woodpecker, he was 
dead right. I might as well teach a stone to dance as lead a white 
to the Power Flow.’ 

“Charlie’s dead,” said Betsy. “Don’t tell me you're not 
“involved.” 

“You know Charlie; he was a bright little pup--maybe too 
knowing for his age and in the way that always leads to sorrow.’ 

To Lew, he said. “Charlie and Betsy’s clan are nearly gone now. 
I don’t suppose you could understand just how badly I wish for 
Charlie to stand right where you are standing now. 

To Betsy, now. “You say I killed him. Heyya, once he denied 
the Knowledge there was only time to mourn. I can tell you no 
knife killed him and I can guess what did, so I suppose that means 
I am involved. Me, I’ve mourned for more brave ones and in more 
years than my own spirit cares to remember.” 

Johnny slumped down onto the hearth, suddenly a wizened 
and fragile old man. He looked up at Lew and stroked his 
beardless chin. “What am I to do with you, little one.” 

Lew looked over to Betsy, who shook her head, turned and 
walked away and up the stairs. 

She was right, of course. This was now between Lew and the 
old man. 

“Sumi told me about her dreams. She says you're going to die.” 

“There's not much time,. She has seen this correctly. And for 
you, the moment is passing with the sun.” 

“So, you're not afraid of death?” 

“Tam more afraid of ignorance. I am terrified of the 
rampaging infants that have taken over this world. You've made of 
it a free-for-all of delusion and deceit, a celebration of stupidity. 
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How can I fear death when I walk among it daily? You've never 
truly lived. Why do you claim to fear death? Death is by far the 
better choice than living as you would have us all live.” 

“So you feel perfectly happy putting unfortunates like me out 
of our misery? Don't play God with my life.” 

“God? Heyya! There's a good one. Show me this God of yours. 
Tell me where he is. How can I battle something that does nothing 
but hide from me,’ Johnny wheezed, shaking his fist toward the 
ceiling. “Coyote, they say you are imaginary. But they believe in 
nothing. No substance. No effect.” 

“So what kind of God are you fronting for?” 

“The one you lost a long time ago.” 

“Really?” 

“The God that promises only one thing: a chance to find a bit 
of truth before you die.” 

“Truth? Now you are peddling truth? Write it down, someone 
will buy it.” 

“You, you have no need for truth either? Is there something 
else so important you can pass up an opportunity like this?” 

“Opportunity.” Lew frowned. “My goddamn lucky day.’ He 
looked into the flames, attempting to think of something 
important. Nothing came quickly to mind. The important things 
had all served him poorly. 

“No,” he admitted, as much to himself as to Johnny. “Just 
because this so-called truth seems important to you, that doesn't 
mean it holds the same for me.” 

“Problem is, I ain't got that much time.” Johnny closed his eyes 
and sighed. “Are you ready now?” 

And Lew knew that the time had, just then, arrived; here, at 
last, was the one question he must answer, and that the answer 
would be final. 
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He wondered for a second what would happen if he declined. 
At the same time he knew that he had been waiting precisely for 
this moment, that his mind worked best in the instant of decision. 

The old one sat quietly, his eyes focused on Lew’s. 

“Why not?” Lew said; “It’s only a ceremony, right?” 

“Nothing ‘only’ about it,” said Johnny, rubbing his hands 
together. “Now, do as I say. Take a cold shower and put on some 
warm clothes.” 

“Betsy, Johnny called out. “Make yourself ready. It is time.” 

Lew went up and did as Johnny instructed. On his way to the 
shower, he looked over at Betsy, who sat up on the bed, brushing 
her long, abundant hair. She glanced away from him, frowning. 

When Lew returned, wearing a thick woolen shirt and a pair 
of cargo pants, Johnny was seated by the stove. He was dressed in 
an old deerskin jerkin. His hair fell loosely over his shoulders 
under a cap of woven porcupine quills. Bold red lines outlined his 
eyes and the crest of his nose, turning his appearance into a 
frightening mask. Around his waist he wore an apron or skirt of 
buckskin, decorated with horizontal lines of embroidery and 
fringe-work tipped with small shells. Below this, his calves were 
wrapped in leather. His feet were bare. 

On the floor beside him a carved piece of wood leaned against 
the hearth. A flat two-foot oval of ruddy cedar, it showed a series 
of animal faces—rounded rectangular eyes and gritted teeth—in 
shallow relief. The edges were darkened from use and dappled 
with dark pigment or, Lew mused grimly, perhaps bloodstains, as 
though it had been used for a bludgeon. 

Opposite from him, near the hearth, Betsy sat holding a small 
wooden and leather drum. She wore a ceremonial Chilkat blanket 
draped over her shoulders and pinned together in front. It was the 


first Chilkat Lew had seen. This one was woven and embroidered 
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in black, blue and yellow. Powerful, abstract animal faces and 
limbs crawled hypnotically across the fabric of mountain goat 
wool and shredded cedar bark. 

“I don't suppose you still want to try to talk him out of it,” Lew 
whispered to her. She refused to even look at him. 

In the firelight their costumes transformed them into 
personages from an older time, a strange and foreign space now 
crowding out the welcome familiarity of the common room. This 
is too weird, Lew thought, his uncertainty growing. Johnny 
looked up and motioned him forward, making him sit between 
them. 

“Last fall,” said Johnny after a time, “I was visiting in La 
Conner. A white fellow came to see me. He wore his hair long, 
longer than mine, and he had a necklace of shark teeth and a lot 
of copper bangles on his left wrist. What I remember most, 
though, was this tattoo on his forearm. ‘Dead Head; was written 
in blue below a smiling skull with a top hat. Dead head. It seemed 
a pretty good description of this fellow’s condition. Anyway, he 
explained how some other First Nation fellows had told him that I 
was some sort of wizard. He showed me a little bag full of stinking 
plants. He said they were most powerful and that he had gathered 
them himself. I asked him where he found them. Do you know 
what he told me?” 

Johnny looked at Lew with a twinkle and raised his eyebrows. 
Lew shook his head. 

“Cow shit!” he bellowed, “the fellow said he picked them off of 
cow pies.” 

Johnny started laughing, hugging himself and rocking with 
uncontrolled gales of mirth. 

Bemused, Lew looked over at Betsy who stared back at Johnny 
with a puzzled look on her face. Her eyes were remote as though 
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she had just awakened with effort from a deep sleep. Johnny 
stifled his gaiety. Reaching into his satchel he drew out a small 
plastic bag. 

“I suppose these contain concentrated-cow-shit power.’ He 
handed the bag over to Lew, who examined the contents closely. 
There must have been twenty to thirty small mushrooms, all 
chopped up, damp and slick. 

“Well, little one. Maybe Woodpecker was right and white folks 
are just mushroom people. Let’s hope these will enable you to 
regain your song. I’m very curious to see what happens when you 
eat them.” 

“Eat?” Lew was thinking they were to be thrown into the fire, 
or somehow smoked in a pipe. 

“They've been in the freezer. I hope that hasn't harmed their 
power. Better eat all of them.” 

He told Lew to cup his hands and then he placed a pile in his 
palms. They lay there slimy and cold. They smelled like an old 
mildewed rug someone had hung in front of the fireplace. 

Johnny looked at him expectantly. Lew shifted the mound of 
fungus to one hand and with the other picked out a few of the 
driest ones and placed them in his mouth. They tasted even worse 
than he had imagined, but he gagged them down and took 
another mouthful, then another, then the last. His eyes watered 
furiously as he fought to keep from puking. 

“Water!” he croaked. Betsy rushed to the kitchen and returned 
with a full glass, which Lew gulped. Slowly the panic subsided. 

“Delicious,” he said, “You should all try some.” 

Johnny requested that Betsy turn off all the room lights. Now 
the fire became the only light source in the hastening dusk. 

Lew sat back down and waited, staring into the flames. 

Nothing happened. Nothing at all. 
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And then a sound came sneaking up from one side. But this 
was only Johnny, singing with this eyes closed, intent, leaning 
forward, his hands on his knees. The song started low and soft 
and built into a throaty melody of repeated sounds. 

On the other side of Lew, Betsy picked up the slow tempo with 
her little drum. It began to seem too theatrical, one of those 
“Injun shows” the tourists got down at the ferry dock. 

This feeling left Lew feeling very much alone and 
uncomfortable. He didn’t know what they expected of him, and so 
he sat in an unhappy silence. It all went on and on, much longer 
than Lew had anticipated. 

He began to think that nothing would happen. Nothing at all. 
It would serve the old bastard right. Show him how out of date his 
medicine-man routine had become. He watched to see if Johnny 
was starting to worry. A couple more minutes and the old man 
should get tired of singing and they could all get some sleep. Lew 
glanced out the window. It was night already. His stomach was all 
knotted up from hunger. 

He returned his gaze to the flames, leaping and popping in the 
stove. The change was so quick and so profound that Lew failed to 
notice it. His mind was suddenly filled with a new awareness, as 
deft as a shadow and bright as the moon rising outside: flames 
respond to sound, he realized. The whole fire danced in perfect 
time with Betsy’s drum. Each flickering dagger of light was a 
ballerina, born to dance, floating across the log, growing old and 
dim, and dying in a wisp of smoke. They danced in circles and 
lines, in perfect symmetry and then in chaos. 

At first he thought that Johnny controlled the fire. He looked 
over to him but Johnny wasn’t even watching it. Lew peeked at 
Betsy. Her eyes, sharp and black, met his look. Her breath came 
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quickly and her chest vibrated like the soft breast of a young bird. 
Lew turned to the fire again, and the dancers were gone. 

Instead there was color, pure hue, and raging heat. Hot and 
cold, dark and light, a rapidly changing pattern of energy. 
Curious, he had never before sensed this geometry of fire. Then 
he noticed the wooden floor—the patterns persisted. 

Wood and flame were identical, sharing the same intricate 
geometry. He closed his eyes and the pattern sharpened. 
Interwoven vertices of color and sound pulsed in front of him. He 
imagined that he was seeing the very crystalline form of matter. It 
was all the same: the air was solid as the wood, as brilliant as the 
fire, and wood was transparent as the surrounding air. 

Lew felt the floor vibrating beneath him. He looked back. 
Johnny was dancing now, a jerky, frantic dance. His great head 
shook and nodded like that of a brown bear sniffing for a 
steelhead. The firelight caught his movements in strobe-like bursts 
of brightness, and the strobing light merged with the sound 
vibrations into a consuming pulse of light-sound. 

Lew was now physically bouncing on the floor in patterned 
waves of energy. He stood and stretched his hands out, and his 
hand movements left glowing traces, as though phosphorescent. 
The rhythm of the dance pulled at his feet and sent him swirling 
and hopping. Suddenly, Johnny was in front of him. He pulled a 
narrow rough-hewn board out of his satchel and placed it into 
Lew’s hands. 

This thing tugged at him like a weighted line and it bonded to 
his hands like the sucking mouth of some enormous fish. It felt as 
if the wood and his hands had joined organically, and he could no 
more let go of the thing than he could release his hands from his 
arms. Lew could tell that this board was also part of something 
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else, something invisible, something much larger than Lew, 
judging from the force it could exert. 

He tried a last time to drop it, but the board held on tighter 
and the pull increased. It threw Lew sideways, and he crashed into 
the wall and slid to the floor. With a sudden jerk it yanked him up 
and off his feet and dragged him toward the stairs. Lew barely 
managed to get his feet back under him and took the stairs in 
three stumbling leaps. Still this thing tugged at him. 

At a run Lew banged into the front door, nearly busting his 
shoulder. It lugged him around a tight circle and made another 
rush for the door, which opened and Lew caught a glimpse of 
Johnny as he raced out into the darkness, yelling. 

The thing dove forward, dragging him through the 
undergrowth. He stumbled and tumbled over rocks and logs as he 
made a path toward the western bluffs. The board didn’t even 
hesitate when it reached the cliff above the beach but pulled him, 
screaming now, into the air. 

The fall was thirty feet or so, just long enough to allow Lew 
one bad thought—and he imagined the thing hauling him down 
into the icy murk of the Sound. Luckily it was near high tide, and 
Lew struck water instead of rock. With a few frantic thrashing 
thrusts of his limbs he surfaced. The board was gone. 

A shape, large and swift, swept past him. 

Lew clambered onto a flat boulder and clung there nervously 
watching the water. Again, a dark shape cruised by, flashing white 
and black. Its size was tremendous. It disappeared into the depths. 
Lew crouched frozen in panic. 

With a sudden flash of white, the thing leapt into the air, clean 
out of the Sound, and towered over Lew—a giant bull killer 
whale, its bulk incongruous as it hung in the air. For an instant 


Lew thought it meant to crush him. He pressed his body back 
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against the rock. As he stared, amazed, the beast returned his look 
with one round, black, malevolent eye. A tremulous, high-pitched 
scream escaped its mouth; the noise reverberated in Lew’s head. 
Then, almost in slow motion due to its bulk, it tipped over and 
crashed back into the water, and disappeared. 

Lew heard another noise, a thin high tone that variegated into 
peals of laughter and shifted to a spot above his head. It was 
Johnny, up on the cliff top. There he stood, hands on his hips, his 
laughter echoing over the waters. 

This infuriated Lew. “Stay right there, you old bastard,” he 
yelled, and he waded to shore and scrambled up the rocky cliff. 
But when he reached the top, Johnny was nowhere around. 
Exhausted, Lew sat and caught his bearings. He found it hard to 
remain still. 

The rock he rested on pulsed with the rhythm of Johnny’s 
song. Lew’s stomach twisted, forcing a bitter taste into his mouth. 
His teeth ached in his jaw. He felt poisoned. A surge of energy was 
ripping up his back, sending him convulsing onto his side. He 
vomited black snakes that squirmed away into the shadows. 

For a long time Lew lay there shuddering as the energy rushed 
from his groin to his temples. He closed his eyes. The fire 
returned, patterns of bright color swirling and flying. Then there 
was Johnny’s face and Betsy’s. She turned to him, and her face 
blackened and elongated into that of a crow. This vision sickened 
Lew, and he quickly opened his eyes. 

After the brightness of the fire, the darkness here was 
appalling. He shivered in the inky blackness. After a time a soft 
white glow in the sky behind the towering firs drew him to his 
feet. He made his way towards it. 

When Lew reached the runway clearing, he saw that the glow 
was the moon, nearly full, rising over the evergreens. Suddenly all 
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was bright again. In this light he spied a moving form flashing 
between the trees. It broke out onto the runway clearing—a 
woman sprinting naked and wild across the tarmac. It was then 
he saw them: bounding dark forms, snarling and barking behind 
her—the wolf pack. 

She ran fast, but they were gaining. Feeling a sudden 
irresistible urge, Lew leapt forward, gliding without effort through 
the trees and onto the runway. Racing on legs that seemed queerly 
disconnected from his body, he managed to catch the pack and 
began to run beside them. Ahead, in full stride, the lead wolf, 
tongue flapping with every footfall, watched him as Lew 
advanced. The wolf made no move to intercept him. Now Lew 
was ahead and closing quickly on the darting woman, who was 
making for a cedar grove. 

He gloried in the chase, his own legs strong, his feet nimble. 
And the woman, God, she was swift and agile, finding certain 
footing amid the jumbled undergrowth. He paced himself two 
strides back, letting her choose the trail, watching her long black 
hair bounce and feather over her ivory shoulders. At a turn she 
glanced back at him and lost her step. 

Lew tackled her from behind, flinging them both headlong 
into the darkness. As they fell he twisted his body to take the 
shock of the impact, holding her firmly about her belly. They 
tumbled with a jolt over a giant fern and he landed on his back in 
the bracken. She fought to get free, but he did not want her to run 
again so he held on, turning her to face him, but keeping her at 
arm’s length. After a while she stopped struggling and put her 
hands on his shoulders, pushing herself away, but no longer apart. 

She stared at him as her breathing became less staccato. She 
had black eyes that glinted in the moonlight. Her hair hung over 
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both of them, so much hair. Lew looked about and the wolves 
were there, sitting like trained dogs. Watching. 

Without a sound she slowly let herself be lowered into his 
arms and they lay for an instant, the whole of her body covering 
his, and both of them covered by the blanket of her long black 
hair. Her head rested against his chin. Lew tried to think of what 
to say, tried and failed. 

Then he felt her mouth softly kissing and licking his shoulder, 
moving toward his neck. Her mouth made hot little pools as it 
found a spot under his ear, sending streaks of delight all the way 
down to his groin. She started squirming, first her thighs then her 
breasts. Then she raised up on her hands and ground her hips 
against his. He closed his eyes as the urge increased. 

When he opened his eyes, she was no longer human. An 
enormous black bird pinned him to the earth with its great talons. 
Instead of hair, dark wings spread over his body. Terror whistled 
in his ears. The bird was quavering, moving its terrible beak in 
slow motion, its eyes fastened on his. The head came close and he 
shut his eyes, waiting for the beak to tear out his throat. 

Nothing. 

He opened them again and the woman was there, hovering 
over him, her body sending unmistakable undulations against his 
crotch which, to his horror, responded in kind. 

Now she moved forward sliding herself over his erection 
impressing her urgency directly on it. Lew’s mind was still 
detached from his body, and his horror failed to soften his 
growing tumescence. 

Perhaps he had hallucinated the bird. But then he reached out 
to stroke her hair and his fingers knitted through a skein of 
feathers. She was not human. 
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Whatever it was, it raised up to finally take him inside. As it 
did this Lew managed to smile and moved both hands to its neck. 
She reached the top of her climb. 

He twisted with all his remaining strength, shoved her and 
rolled in the opposite direction. Tearing pains ripped through his 
shoulders as she tumbled shrieking. 

The wolves started, snatched and snarled, and leapt after the 
bird as it rose on black wings and settled in the trees. Perched 
finally on top of a hemlock tree, on that crooked branch which 
always crowns that species, the largest raven he had ever seen 
spread its wings and screeched at him. Then it dove away and was 
gone. 

Lew lay there hoping the wolves would also go away. He 
closed his eyes. Maybe they would think he was dead and just 
leave. He lay there for what seemed like hours. 

Hot acrid licks to the side of his face roused him. It was the 
lead wolf. Lew opened one eye. The wolf licked it. He opened the 
other and the beast yapped at him. He sat up, glancing around. 

The pack was gathered around a curious fire, a fire of bright 
blue flame. At frequent intervals the wolves bent back their heads 
and bayed at the moon, now fully overhead. They took little 
notice of him. 

Lew moved close to the fire and reached out. Strange, the 
flame was cold. Yet it gave a marvelous light. Slowly the flames 
flickered out and the wolves faded off into the shadows until Lew 
was, at last alone. The damp cold found his attention, pulling him 
back into familiar surroundings. 

The moon had set. It was time to get back. He paused, and in a 
moment of curiosity, stole an ember from Wolf’s fire and 
pocketed this. He stood, found his bearings, and moved off 
toward the runway. He stumbled more than strode, and he fell 
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more often than he could remember, but he found the path to the 
station. Lew had reached the entry when he felt an arm around 
his back and a shoulder lifting him. 

Johnny sat Lew down near the stove and brought an old 
woolen blanket, throwing this over Lew’s shoulders. The fire was 
deliciously warm and Lew gratefully removed his shoes. Johnny 
offered him a small bottle: whiskey. He gulped and shivered as it 
slid down his throat. 

“Thanks,” he whispered. 

Johnny brought up a small leather satchel from which he 
pulled a colored rag. He spit on this a couple of times, took a 
pinch of a dried, leafy substance from a small pouch and worked 
it in the cloth to form a paste. Then he tore the cloth into two 
pieces and laid these on the gashes on Lew’s shoulders. 

“That'll do it? 

“Where's Betsy?” Lew looked around for her. 

“You are damn lucky, even for a white man.” 

“Whered she go?” 

“She's asleep, upstairs.” 

“Good. Then she’s okay?” 

“Why would she not be okay?” 

“Jesus, her brother’s been murdered” 

“Ah, yes. Now you must tell me everything that happened to 
you, every detail. Only then can I know for sure if you are safe.” 

Lew remembered the bottle in his hand and took another pull. 

“T had never noticed that about fire before...” he started. 

It seemed to Lew that he talked a long time, sometimes hed 
look into Johnny’s eyes, deep brown reservoirs of sadness and 
power, other times he watched the fire, trying to recapture the 
patterns. By the time he was finished the eastern sky was faintly 
aglow. Sounds and colors no longer mingled indiscriminately, the 
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world was nearly normal. This saddened him. He stopped 
suddenly. 

“Johnny. What happened...?” 

“Did you hear a song, any kind of music, during this time?” 

“No,” Lew reflected, “I did hear the wolves howling” 

Johnny shook his head. “This, you would not forget.” 

He cocked his head in reflection, considering his prognosis. 
“You did regain your spirit and made contact with Raven and 
Wolf. You have returned with an ember from Wolf’s fire and the 
feathers of Raven.” 

He reached forward and tugged at Lew’s hair. Two black 
feathers came out in his hand. These he placed alongside the small 
black ember Lew had pulled from his shirt pocket to show 
Johnny. 

“You must protect these objects. Make a string and put them 
around your neck. Have them with you always. You listen to me. 
This might save your white ass some day. They will help you find 
the power you will need. Later you will learn to sing your power, 
to call your guardians.” 

He leaned back in the chair, caught in reflection, then he 
smiled slyly. 

“You say Raven mounted you as a woman?” he asked. 

“Almost,” Lew corrected him. 

“I suppose it is good she did not take you into herself... it 
would be very sad to regain your spirit and lose your pecker in 
the same night.” 

He roared with his own joke, slapping the arms of the chair, 
his red paint dripping off his face in tears of gaiety. 

Lew tried to suppress his own laughter, but he could no longer 
contain this. It might have been the whiskey or the total relief at 
being alive. 
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Lew jumped up and flung away the blanket. 

If Johnny wants a song, he mused... He started to sing. 

“I...can't get no-oo...sa-tis-fac-tion...” 

He took hold of Johnny’s sleeve, pulling him up, too. He put 
one arm over the old man’s shoulder and hopped as he sang. 

“T try, and I try, and I try, and I try. I can’t get no...” 

They put their heads together in a tight circle jumping in 
unison around this pivot. Johnny was jumping as high as Lew and 
roaring a song of his own. 

“-No...no...no!!!” 

Lew collapsed. He felt it coming on, a dark wave of non- 
consciousness. He was out on his feet. Mid-hop. 
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Chapter 13 


Operation Ramses 


Lew woke up on the common-room sofa. He was covered with 
the same blanket, and someone had placed a cushion under his 
head. All in all, Lew felt surprisingly good. His legs were mottled 
by purpling bruises. His shoulders displayed large, clean 
bandages, but the pain there was also minimal. Across his torso 
and limbs a myriad of thin nettle welts were already beginning to 
recede. Despite his battered look, he felt wonderful, he felt whole. 

He called out. No one answered. 

He went up and dressed and came back down, singing out 
loud whatever song came to mind. A grand feeling grew within 
him, a heady flush of freedom, of release. Like on the last day of 
high school, the final bell fallen silent, a couple of clandestine 
beers swimming in his stomach. Running with his buddies out 
into the parking lot for more beers and no thought about 
tomorrow. Today was quite enough. 

Betsy had left a note propped up on the kitchen table for him. 
It said to meet her at the Fyne Tyme Tavern in La Conner at 2 
oclock. There was a P.S.: Johnny was borrowing his boat for a day 
or so. 

“You old son-of-a-bitch,” Lew whistled through his teeth. 
“You're going to get me in jail yet.” He figured hed have a tough 
time convincing Larry Cunningham it wasn't his idea for Johnny 


to use the boat. 
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Lew glanced at the wall clock. It was already past one oclock. 
He threw on his flight jacket and stepped out into the cold, quiet 
February drizzle. Overhead, clouds were almost touching the 
cedars, but the wind was moderate, generally southern. 

Lew searched through his mind. His memory of the previous 
night was clouded and strangely distant. The anxiety, the ghastly 
shadow of madness, had vanished. He could no longer even recall 
the noise that had tormented him. He found it difficult to be 
angry with the old codger, to be angry about anything. Warming 
up his amphibious airplane, he radioed ahead to Anacortes for a 
rental car. 

$$s 

It was only about twenty air miles from Midnight Island to the 
mainland, fifteen minutes flight time. It would take a good hour 
by fast motorboat, three to four if you took the ferry off of San 
Juan Island, and a good day’s sail, once you skirted around Shaw 
Island to the south, accounting for the tides. Lew was grateful for 
the Lake Buccaneer. 

There would be no view today, there rarely was, but when the 
view did come it was fully worth the wait. Mt. Baker would rise 
up above the forested Cascades. And from her flanks, the Skagit 
River raced toward the delta farmlands where it slowed to make 
lazy loops about the countryside. 

The Skagit Valley held its spectacular beauty in all seasons. 
Under the muted gray winter sky, one was drawn to the gentle 
fecundity of the land. Wild glens of berries and nettles, or of tall 
grasses and scotch broom, were hedged by stands of cattails along 
the stream banks and the sloughs. The lowland farms were rarely 
idle, rotating from grains and fodder to brilliant flowers grown for 
seed. Lew’s favorites were the barley fields that ripen into a dense, 
even head of lustrous gold. Landing in Anacortes, he always 
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looked forward to the drive through the Valley. Today, he took an 
aging Plymouth rental car down the peninsula toward La Conner, 
cutting off the main road to a secondary road that followed the 
Swinomish Channel. 

Originally the Swinomish Slough meandered across the delta 
and headed into a bluff of granite before turning north to find the 
Sound at Padilla Bay. That was before the Army Corps of 
Engineers blasted a channel through the bluff, creating a new 
outlet to the Sound. Today the channel had two mouths, one to 
the north of the peninsula and the other to the south, creating a 
navigable waterway. This passage avoided the catastrophic tides of 
Deception Pass. 

The narrow two-lane road skirted the lowland farms, hanging 
close to the dike. Across the channel were the scattered 
settlements of the Swinomish Reservation. Signs of renewed 
prosperity were evident from the kind and number of fishing 
boats along the stream, and the variety of cars and RV’s littering 
the yards. On this side of the channel, old farmhouses shared the 
dikes with growing numbers of post-modern homes, usually built 
with channel-sided cedar or Cape Cod board-and-batten, each 
with its own little dock and fiberglass sloop. The farm vehicles and 
old station wagons mixed poorly with the new population of 
Porches and Saabs. 

Lew made the turn leading into town. La Conner was still a 
small village, but it attempted to make itself large for the tourist 
trade. Its artist community had already fled for the cheaper 
climes of the Upper Skagit. Never mind that, the realtors 
continued to open up galleries and knick-knack shops. What was 
once about the nicest corner of the planet found itself beleaguered 
by zamindar developers promoting a new wisdom: The rich will 
inherit the earth—and raise the rent. 
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Several buildings on one side of Main Street were built up on 
pilings driven into the waters of the channel. They tended to 
quaver with the tide and lent the town a certain ephemeral 
dynamic, as though one good wave might send the whole street 
into the muck below. 

In fact, several years ago the town discovered it was sinking. 
When the Army engineers had allowed the salt water from the 
Sound to flood the channel, a variety of sea worms began to infest 
these pilings. Another year or two and the town would have 
toppled for sure. Embarrassed, the Corps prescribed prophylactic 
measures. They dug deep into the mud and attach cloth sleeves to 
the bases of these pillars. The sleeves were drawn up above the 
high water line and filled with a special kind of cement, to harden 
into impenetrable columns. The clientele of the Fyne Tyme 
Tavern dubbed this “Operation Ramses,’ and prescribed similar 
measures for those who would visit the whorehouses over in Mt. 
Vernon. 

Lew checked his watch as he pulled in front. He was a quarter 
hour early, so he parked, went straight in to the bar, and ordered a 
schooner of ale. 

S$s 

Betsy watched the ranger enter. 

She had been sitting in the darkened booth since mid 
morning, sorting through the tattered remains of her well being. 
It had taken Snoquask all of one day to turn her life completely 
upside down. He had been waiting these many years, and he knew 
exactly what to do. He used her sorrow for her brother to 
undermine her faith at the very moment she needed it most. 
Much of the previous night was hidden from her recollection as 
though she had slept through it, although she remembered 
staying awake until nearly dawn. And somehow the ceremony 
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that was meant for Lew had enveloped her as well, and it left her 
shaken to her bones. 

An unholy dread had entered her mind; and she knew, 
without knowing how she knew or even what, that something 
terribly wrong was happening to her. No, that it had already 
happened. Now she must see what no one should have to look 
upon. She must find the vision that would announce her own 
damnation. She called Lew’s name and he turned. 

“Afternoon,” Lew said, sliding in across from her. 

She leaned over the table and peered at him. “Are you okay?” 

“Tm good,’ he replied, “I’m all bruised up and can’t remember 
a damn thing except Johnny doing some crazy dance.” 

“You don't have any idea what happened to you, do you?” 

“All I know is that I feel better today than I have in, God, 
decades. I feel sixteen again” 

“Of course you do. Johnny retrieved your song. He was quite 
pleased with himself? 

“My song? But you told me it was all..” 

“Nonsense? No, I only told you that this wasn’t for me, what 
Johnny does. I’ve taken a different path. It doesn't deny the old 
man his powers.” 

“Well, you try telling that to your priest.” 

“Believe me, I have tried.” 

“How can you sit there and say you don't believe in Johnny but 
still not deny him?” 

The question seemed to jolt her. She sat silent and stared into 
her beer. 

“T tell you, I have seen many things in my dreams. I have 
prayed that I am merely cursed, that these are just fantasies. I do 
so want them all to go away. I once asked Johnny to take them 
away. He just laughed at me. Now Johnny wants me to come back 
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to him, to find the vision he says I must control. And he still 
blames me for stealing Charlie from him.’ Dear God, it’s true, she 
marveled, horrified. I will pray for guidance in this matter. There 
is nothing in what Johnny does that denies my faith in Jesus. And 
yet I know he would draw my soul away if he could. 

“Stealing’ Charlie?” 

“T heard from one of Charlie's friends that he had taken up 
with a shaman, that he was being prepared to follow in the old 
ways. It was the summer after his senior year in high school. Me, I 
had just graduated from the university with a good job. I found 
out from Mom what was going on, and I talked Charlie into going 
East to college. I located a school that would admit him right 
away. Charlie always was a very good student. He was better than 
Iam, and I’m good. I offered to finance his tuition if he would 
agree not return to the reservation until after he had graduated. 
By then I hoped he would have forgotten all about Chuckanut 
Johnny.’ 

“You still think Johnny was involved in Charlie's death?” 

Looking into her glass she shook her head, and her hair fell 
forward onto the table. Lew reached across and swept it away 
from a pool of stale beer. 

“T don't just think it. I felt it happen” 

“You what?” 

“Tt was last Sunday evening. I was watching a late movie on 
TV when the pain hit me: a long, strangling tremor. It was more 
horrible than I can describe.” The memory sent her into a kind of 
shuddering convulsion. Lew took her hands in his until this 
subsided, and she opened up her eyes again. 

“I knew Charlie was dead. And I realized someone wanted me 
to know this. Here I had thought I could escape all of it. Just by 
going away. And it only took one instant to bring it all back” 
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“When did you last see your brother?” 

“Couple of weeks ago. He called long distance. He seemed 
terribly upset about something. I asked him if he was in trouble. 
He said no. He asked me how I would feel having a stinking rich 
little brother.” She began to sob. 

Lew wanted to get her out of the bar, out on the road where 
she might forget her fear for a time. 

“Did Charlie have any friends around here, anyone he might 
have spoken with?” 

“He used to fish some with Big Ted.” 

“Then let’s go see Big Ted” 
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Chapter 14 


Big Ted 


The Lamish reservation turned out to be all of twenty acres on the 
Sound side of a little-used two-lane road running south of La 
Conner. It comprised just a couple of clapboard-sided buildings, a 
few shacks, and a floating dock with several boats tied up. The 
signage, however, was impressive in a used-car-lot sort of fashion. 
Billboards larger than any of the buildings announced that the 
Lamish Trading Post was open for business. Strings of colorful 
plastic propellers, madly spinning in the breeze, converged upon 
the gutter above the door of the trading post. 

The Lamish tribe was selling great quantities of liquor and 
cigarettes, all without Washington State taxes. It was perfectly 
legal, as long as these were consumed on reservation land, and the 
laws were otherwise basically unenforceable. Anyone at all could 
stop by and pick up a fifth or two and a carton of smokes, and 
maybe a few bottle rockets for the kids. If they had more space, 
they could add some bingo action. 

“Just turn in there.” She pointed. “I see Big Ted’s boat out on 
the dock” 

Ted Qwemuth was bagging a couple of gallons of Wild Turkey 
for a customer who seemed eager to take his whiskey and run. 
But then Big Ted was rather hard to take, close up. His head was 
massive, crowned with an unruly mane of dark hair that was 
shorn just off his shoulders. One's first impression was of an 
accumulated history of punishing injury. His face had the 
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impassive carapace effect that usually signaled over-all nerve 
damage. The skin had an ugly hide quality to it. His dark eyes 
surveyed them as they entered. The brief smile that adjusted his 
face when he saw Betsy faded when he noticed Lew. 

The customer, a fifty-something, sandy haired fellow in a blue 
Seahawks windbreaker, light blue pants, and white shoes, glanced 
around at them with just the opposite emotion. He seemed 
genuinely relieved no longer to be the only non-Native American 
in the room. Lew couldn't decide if the fellow’s discomfort was 
because Ted was, in obvious fact, big. He was having serious 
second thoughts about wandering onto the reservation to save a 
few bucks on some booze. 

The fellow stretched out the bag when Ted offered him his 
change. Ted tossed the coins and bills in around the bottles; a five- 
dollar bill glanced off and fell to the floor beside the counter. The 
customer looked at Ted and then at the bill. He said something 
under his breath and turned for the door. 

“You dropped a five spot,” bellowed Ted, but the man was 
outside now, fumbling with his keys as he quick-walked over to 
his Lincoln. 

“Hi, Ted,” said Betsy, who picked up the bill and laid it on the 
counter. “Where's Margie? Does she know you're in here scaring 
away all the customers?” 

“Hello, Betsy. Margie’s gone to town to get her hair done.” He 
stuffed the bill into his pocket. 

“Whos he?” Ted tipped his head at Lew. 

“This is Lew Emery, Ted. He works for the Forest Service over 
on Midnight Island.” She took hold of Lew’s left arm. “Lew’s a 
local hero, I guess.” 

“Hero?” 


“Saved Chuckanut Johnny’s life, so Johnny tells it.” 
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Ted held out his hand. Lew took it. It was a casual shake, 
almost limp. But the hand that gave it was huge and horned with 
calluses. “Most folks around here wouldnt call you a hero for 
that.” 

Lew nodded. “I’m afraid he lost his boat.” 

“Chuckanut Johnny never was much of a fisherman. Besides, 
he’s too old to be out there anymore, though I guess people’ve 
been sayin’ that for the last 50 years.” 

Ted came around the counter toward the wood stove. Lew 
noticed he walked with a pronounced limp. He dropped into a 
chair gratefully. “Margie’ll be back soon, Betsy. But you didn't 
come here looking for her” 

Betsy’s eyes narrowed as she turned away from Ted. 

“You worried about your brother, right?” 

Betsy tightened her grip on Lew’s arm. “What do you know 
about Charlie?” 

“T know he’s one smart little Injun. Maybe too smart. Then 
again maybe not enough Injun. He came in here about a week 
ago. Make that two. He was asking about some old dance society 
song. He needed someone who could tell it to him right. So how 
come he acted like that white fellow, just left here...?” 

“How’s that?” 

“You know, like someone's fixi’ to clobber him.” 

“You think Charlie was in danger?” 

“T think he thought so, and I guess he thought right, way it 
turned out.” 

Betsy started sobbing again. 

“Syokwo, did you see who did it?” 

She shook her head, her eyes still closed. 

“Betsy thinks it was Johnny.” Lew looked for the other’s 


reaction. 
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“Johnnyd have to get real mad at little Charlie before hed do 
that. But then he wouldn't use no knife. Why should he?” 

“What would he use?” asked Lew. 

“IT saw Charlie and Johnny not more than a week ago,’ Ted 
spoke again to Betsy. “They came by on Johnny’s boat, headed up 
for Larkin’s Inlet. They sure didn’t seem like either one of ‘em was 
planning to go and kill the other one.” 

“Did Charlie tell you the name of the song he was after?” 

“Sure. Sotek Yoqueltez, he called it. Me, I never heard of that 
one. And Margie, she said it was too bad old Jim Nance wasn't still 
alive. So I suggested he find young Frank” 

“Sotek Yoqueltez? That doesn't ring any bells.” Betsy looked 
puzzled. 

“Why would some song be so important to him?” said Lew. 

“Did Charlie say anything about ever finding Frank Nance?” 
Betsy asked. 

“T don't reckon it ever came up.” 

Outside a large vehicle pulled off the road and slid to a stop in 
the mud. Doors opened and a Moby tune blared. Three young 
whites burst into the store and headed for the counter. 

“Afternoon, Captain,” they called out to Big Ted. 

“Customers...” Ted grunted and stood. 

“Tll be seeing you.” Betsy gave him a long hug. 

“T give you some advice,” Ted looked at Lew. “You step wide of 
old Chuckanut Johnny, you understand?” 

“Completely.” 

“Then you listen to Big Ted.” 

S$s 

“Frank Nance. Who is this fellow, Nance?” Lew had put the 

Plymouth on the road back to La Conner. 
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“An old friend of Charlie’s. Sort of a bum, I’m afraid. He hangs 
out around First Avenue in Seattle. But his father was a great man 
in our tribe. Old Jim always told the ancient stories at our winter 
gatherings. He scared the smelt out us as kids more than once. 
Those stories, well they aren't harmless fairy tales. I tell you, youd 
be sitting there wondering when the thunderbird might come and 
bite your head off...” 

“What about Frank?” 

“The old one taught these stories to Frank when Frank was a 
boy, but Frank left the reservation and went to work in the city. 
He’s still there, I guess, although he hasn't worked in years. He 
started to celebrate his retirement a bit early and can’t seem to 
stop.” 

“Could you find him?” 

“Tm not sure I want to try. It wouldn't be pleasant.” 

“Tf this fellow Nance talked with Charlie, he could be our best 
lead.” 

“You mean right now?” 

“Why not? My plane is in Anacortes. We could be in Seattle 
before dinner. By the way, what happened to Big Ted’s leg?” 

“Ted boxed Golden Gloves and then as a heavyweight in the 
Marines during Vietnam. He was real tough, they tell me, a 
possible contender. Some general didn’t appreciate the notion of a 
Native American capturing the heavyweight crown, and so he got 
Ted sent back to the front. Ted was wounded badly in one leg and 
came home. He kept fighting, though. He had a job for years as a 
sparring partner in a Tacoma gym. Meeting Margie was the best 
thing that ever happened to him.” 

“Why‘d those guys call him Captain?” 

“Thirty years back, Ted led a flotilla of First Nation fishing 
boats into Elliot Bay, during the big fishing rights trial. The Times 
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called him Captain in their article. Do you mind? Can we stop by 
my friend’s place on Pull-and-be-Damned Road? It’s where I’ve 
been staying. Pll pick up some things.” 

“Just make it quick, We've got to land before sunset.” Lew 
made the turn over the bridge at La Conner. 

When they arrived at her friend’s place, Betsy ran inside to 
pack. Lew spied a couple of kids playing with an old truck tire. 
Theyd push it to the top of the rise and let it roll down the hill 
until it smashed into the heap of discarded appliances at the 
bottom of the gully. 

As he watched they muscled it back to the top of the rise. This 
time, however, after a brief huddle, they started it on a slanting 
path and Lew realized they had found a new target. The tire 
gathered speed as its trajectory sought the down hill angle. All the 
while it seemed to be correcting its course for the Plymouth. It 
was too late to start the car, or even open the door, so he watched 
it come. The big tire hit a boulder and began to bounce, bounding 
higher as the hill dipped toward the road. It bounded several 
times and seemed likely to fly right over the car, but then its final 
bound was interrupted by an old stump, sending it nearly straight 
into the air. It dropped like a meteor on the trunk lid, the car 
wallowed on its shocks. The tire continued down the road. Good 
aim, was Lew’s first thought. Then he saw the dent, more a crater, 
it had left in the trunk lid. Earl would not be pleased. 

He rolled down the window. “Come here, you two,” he yelled 
and stepped out of the car. 

The boys froze at the crest of the hill and glared at him. The 
older one gave a shout, and they fled into the brush, hooting their 
defiance. 
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The flight to Seattle only increased Betsy’s trepidation. 
Whether she was still dealing with the fact of her brother's death, 
or preparing for unpleasantness yet to come, Lew could not know. 
He kept her talking about herself and her work. Her company was 
six months away from its initial public offering on the stock 
market, and had been for over a year. She was getting tired of 14- 
hour days. 

“What do you think he meant about Charlie being too smart?” 
Lew wondered out loud. 

“Could be Charlie counted on his smarts to keep himself out 
of trouble. Only trouble doesn’t care how smart you are. You just 
ask Johnny. He's seen more than his share.’ 

“Started more too, Ill bet.” 

Betsy fell silent during the descent. The weather was bad over 
Seattle. Rain fell in furious pulses, bouncing the plane as Lew 
dipped over Wallingford on his approach to Lake Union. The lake 
was troubled; they thudded from wave to wave as he set her 
down. Betsy sat quietly, pale, clutching the armrest. It’s like that 
the first time in this plane. You landed on your belly, relying on 
the wing pontoons to stabilize you with the water pounding 
under your feet. He put down the rudder and they taxied to the 
ramp over on the Westlake side. 

“Watch this,” Lew said, lowering the wheels. They nudged the 
ramp and he upped the throttle. The craft climbed clear out of the 
water like a bloated salamander and came to rest up on the 
tarmac. 

“Pretty exciting?” 

“Uh-huh,” she replied, groping to unbuckle her harness. 

Lew exchanged a few pleasant words with the fellow in charge 
and asked him to fill the tanks and helped him tie down the plane. 
As Betsy's car was still parked up in La Conner, they rented one 
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and drove to her apartment, over the rise on the Elliot Bay side of 
the Denny downgrade. 

This area was the uptown side of the downtown business 
district. Originally a steep hill, city planners sluiced it into 
moderation at the turn of the century. Its dirt was spread over a 
tidal flat, creating a broad, even park connecting two hilly 
residential areas. Today that park was an industrial zone. Along 
its shore, ships offloaded thousands of little brightly colored 
Japanese cars. In the fading daylight they glittered like so many 
sequins on the vast parking areas. What remained of Denny hill 
was crisscrossed by streets and filled with three- and four-storied 
buildings, originally sweatshops where women and children had 
worked 16-hour shifts sewing “sleeping sacks” and tents for the 
Alaskan prospectors. Recently, however, this section of town had 
become the nesting ground for a covey of high-rise condos, 
before the slow-growth advocates put a stop to that. Betsy’s 
apartment was low-rise, at the top of an aging three-storied brick 
building, originally a factory, set on the edge of the Pike Place 
Market. 

Parking down the street, they trotted through the puddles and 
up the wrought-iron stairway, huddling close to the door as she 
found the key in the potted plant. 

“It'll take about a half an hour to heat up,” she apologized. “Is 
there anything youd like in the meantime?” 

“T really could use a shower.” And a shave, he remembered, 
and a haircut, and some clean clothes. He felt like some street 
person she had taken pity on. 

Betsy had picked up the accumulated mail off the floor inside 
the front door and was shuffling through it. 

“Oh dear God,” she cried out. “This one’s from Charlie.” 


They sat on the couch while she carefully pried it open. 
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“You read it. Okay?” She handed the folded letter to Lew. 

“Bets,” he read aloud. 

“That’s what Charlie called me...” she mumbled. 

Lew moved closer and put his arm around her. “Bets, ’'m 
really sorry I haven't been able to get together with you lately. 
Your little brother has been busier than the proverbial 
hummingbird. Lot of weirdness coming my way, too. I guess I 
want to work it through before I see you again. And, if anything 
happens to me...” 

Betsy put her head down on Lew’s chest and sobbed quietly. 
Lew continued to read. “Big Ted’s got all my papers. I don't 
want you to worry. Your little brother can handle himself all right. 
I will call you in a week. Love. Charlie. P.S. If 1 don’t call you, give 

my best to Margie.” 

“Ted’s wife?” Lew looked up at Betsy. 

“Tt’s not what you think.” 

“And what do I think?” 

“Ted had no reason to be jealous of Charlie. Margie was like 
an aunt to us both” 

“Where did Charlie live?” 

“West Seattle” She stood and composed herself. “You're right.” 

“Yes?” 

“My friend, you could use a shower.” She ran her hand 
through his hair. 

Betsy led him to the bathroom, found him a towel and 
disappeared. Lew adjusted the temperature and stepped in. He 
tore the bandages from his shoulders. The gashes he expected 
were noticeably absent. Not a sign of injury, although he could 
still feel the deep tenseness of live wounds. 

He refused to dwell on this basic physical incongruity, shoving 


his surprise into the mental hole where he was now submerging 
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every strange experience connected with Chuckanut Johnny. 
Dont think about it. With luck, it might disappear. He had 
another such memory hole for his ex-wife, and one for Saddam. 
Neither worked very well in containing the toxic memories he 
had hoped would stay buried in the past. 

Lew was shampooing when he felt her hands on his back, 
rubbing a bar of soap between his shoulder blades. He hummed 
softly as the hands reached around in front, gliding across his 
chest. Then he felt her, naked, hugging him from behind. The 
motion of her arms sent her breasts sliding over his slippery back. 
She continued to lather his torso. He moaned appreciatively and 
she echoed it, gently stepping nearer and leaning into the backs of 
his thighs. Reaching behind, he pulled her even closer. She 
pushed up on her toes, bringing her body full against his, and her 
hands dipped lower, moving between his legs. He turned and pick 
her up in one motion, then he bent his head to kiss her. 

“Ow! Damn!” The shampoo found both his eyes at once. Lew 
set her down and plunged his face into the stream of water. She 
stepped out, giggling, and handed him a towel. He pressed this 
against his still-smarting eyes. When he could open them again 
he saw her standing in the glow of the heat lamp. 

Betsy’s hair hung damply around her breasts, reaching all the 
way down to her dark fuzziness. She looked very Native-like: 
Sacajawea, the maiden. 

However, instead of the serious-beauty look of the glamour 
queen, she carried the casual appearance of a natural athlete. Her 
legs were a little too large with muscle, backside and tummy both 
firm, the kind of woman who could embarrass you physically, run 
you till you drop, and then pick you right back up again with a 
demure smile. She looked oddly familiar, with every inch a 


promising challenge. Lew wished he had stayed in training. 
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“Let me rinse off while you turn on the electric blanket,’ she 
said stepping past him into the stall, “Go on...I get chilled when 
my hair is damp. The condoms are in night table drawer.” 

“Un...hmmm,? 

“Dont you raise your eyebrow at me, Ranger. You will notice 
the box is unopened.” 

“T didn’t say a word.” 

“Good thing, too...” 

“Anyhow, I like a person who doesnt leave everything to the 
last minute.” 

“Go on. I'll be right in” 

They took it slow and held each other as warmly and as 
greedily as they held their own pleasure. Outside the sky 
darkened into night. She was strong and passionate and tender 
enough to make Lew feel the same way. They found a common 
rhythm, a mutual pulse of body, spirit, and desire. Then they lay 
together, listening to the rain, bonding their new-found emotions 
with the old. 

She slipped into a terry robe and loaned Lew the quilt. Sharing 
a brandy, they sat on the sofa in the living room and watched the 
lights of a ferry dieseling across Elliot Bay. Lew stroked Betsy’s 
thigh and she drew him into another kiss. She clung to him 
harder, forcing her face against his throat, her robe opening as she 
twisted to hug him. Silently they embraced and their combined 
warmth spread a mutual momentary joy while the boats bleated 
their farewells across the bay. 

“You hungry?” He whispered. 

“Hummm...” she moaned. 

“That sounds like a yes. What are you up for?” 

“Anything but fish,” said Betsy. 

“You don't like fish? I thought the Lamish ate lots of fish” 
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“Every day, every goddamn day,’ she said. “Oops! Now you’ve 
got me talking like a lumberjack. I swear you are a bad influence, 
Ranger Emery.’ 

“Then let me tempt you with pagan Chinese food.” 

“Perfect.” She leaned close, kissed him again and headed for 
her room. 

Lew ducked into the bathroom and dressed quickly. He shaved 
with Betsy’s razor and nicked himself a few times, but he felt 
better for the effort. 

After shed called out “Tll be right with you,” for about half an 
hour she was, and dressed in a mauve sweater and knit skirt. Her 
hair was braided and wound on top of her head. She had made up 
her face in ways he could barely notice but not fail to appreciate. 
But across her shins, beneath the nylons, he noticed something. 
There were traces of nettle welts that could have matched his own. 

“Do you approve?” She spun in a quick circle. 

He nodded and grinned, the ear-to-ear job that Laila used to 
say made him look like a Baptist getting blown. 

“Let’s do it.” 

Splashing through another icy winter rain, Lew brought up 
the rented Chevy, opening the passenger side door. Betsy 
scampered down the landing and dove in next to him, too close 
for Lew to concentrate fully on driving. Taking a deep breath, he 
pulled out into the shiny black asphalt and neon street. 
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Chapter 15 


Peking Duck 


“T told you I don’t like you calling me here...” 

“You said to contact you if I ever found any gold on the old 
man.” 

The voice at the other end of the phone erupted in a string of 
virulent curses that faded into silence. 

“Captain?” 

“What did you find?” 

“Maybe half an ounce of dust scattered in the lining of his 
duffel. He claimed he didn’t know how it got there.” 

“Lay off Johnny. Let him travel, but keep a close watch on him. 
I want to know who he sees, what he says. When he shits you tell 
me how much...” 

“T get the picture...” 

“We'll let him birddog for us. He picks up any kind of package, 
you nail his ass right then, and bring the package to me 
unopened. You can do that, can’t you?” 

“Give me some motivation.” 

“You were paid to capture the brothers and bring in Mr. 
George. I should be the one asking for recompense.” 

“Man, you never told me they were crazy little motherfuckers. 
What they did to little Charlie...” 

“I must assume they found what they were after. That makes it 
doubly important that you take them down as soon as possible.” 

“Tm not your hitter, Captain.” 
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“You'll just have to do.” 

“If I refuse?” 

“Sixteen gets you twenty. Besides, she almost died...” 

“She trapped me. Said she was 23. How the fuck did you get 
those photos?” 

“Your pecker’s too long, young man. You keep tripping over it, 
you might think about keeping it in your pants now and then” 

S$s 

The Peking Duck on Broadway was crowded for a Wednesday. 
Mr. Li greeted Lew warmly and showed them to a nice booth in 
the back. Mrs. Li came out of the kitchen right away with a tray of 
hors doeuvres: egg rolls, pot stickers, and barbecued pork. Lew 
commented on the good crowd, but she looked worried and tired. 
She clucked and shook her head sadly. He coaxed her into telling 
them what was wrong. It seemed they had received another large 
rent increase. They couldn't make it work even if they were full 
every night, and they tried so hard, much harder now than even 
before. She mumbled despondently and went back to the kitchen 
with their orders. Lew nibbled at an egg roll, brooding over this 
news. 

Lew had first developed his eating habits out of poverty. He 
frequented those places that offered the most for the least, Beth’s 
Cafe on Aurora, say, or the Hasty-Tasty burger joint in the 
University District. He cherished the few real gems he had 
discovered among the greasy dives and fast-food joints. Alas, few 
things were as short-lived as a truly good cheap restaurant. Most 
of his favorites have disappeared. Among the survivors was the 
Peking Duck on Capital Hill. Owned by a couple who had 
originally run a hole-in-the-wall joint in the University District, it 
ranked, in Lew’s estimation, somewhere beyond the Great Wall as 
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an example of Chinese culture. Capital Hill would not be Capital 
Hill without it. 

But then Capital Hill had seen its share of mixed fortunes. 
During the post World War I boom, the hill was Seattle’s finest 
neighborhood. It deteriorated badly after the next war as people 
moved out into the new bedroom communities across Lake 
Washington. By the Viet Nam War, the rents had fallen to the 
point where university students filled the grand old homes. The 
hill became the center for the mock-radicalism of the young 
middle class and a haven for counter-culture enterprises: food 
cooperatives, coffee houses, shelters for battered women and 
runaway children, political communes. Somewhere among the 
blocks of weathered shingle-style homes, the remains of the 
Seattle branch of the Weather Underground plotted and planned. 
A bomb was planted outside a local supermarket. The explosion 
killed the bomber and fatally wounded the hill’s friendly radical 
image. 

Then came the OPEC embargo. Suddenly the stately, Queen 
Anne style mansions, scant minutes from the business district by 
electric trolley, were bought up in a wave of speculation. Prices 
soared, rents quadrupled; the bourgeoisie had returned to Seattle, 
putting the proletariat in rapid retreat toward Tacoma and 
Everett. The environmental movement of the ‘80s brought back 
the food co-ops and expanded social programs—and kept the hill 
from becoming just another gentrified inner-city suburb. By the 
mid ’90s, the Hill was once again one of the more interesting 
urban neighborhoods on the planet. 

The food came: hot and sour soup, Szechwan chicken and 
spicy fungus, kung pao shrimp, fried wontons. They ate 
frantically, moaning small compliments between bites. After a 
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while they slowed, picking through the remaining bits, savoring 
the lingering flavors. 

Lew poured them some more tea. “How are we going to find 
this Nance fellow?” he asked, bringing them down, reluctantly, to 
the business at hand. 

“Frank used to hang out at a place called the Helping Hand of 
Jesus Mission, down in Pioneer Square.” She shook her head. “But 
I doubt he'll help us much. He’s been boozing quite a bit. His 
memory’s probably shot to hell. If we're real lucky, he’ll remember 
his own name.’ 

“I've sometimes wondered why...” 

“You think there are too many drunken Injuns hanging out at 
Pioneer Square?” She set her teacup down like a stone. 

“Tt’s just that, well...” He hesitated and then picked up the plate 
of fried wontons. “Want the last one?” 

Across the table, Betsy’s face flushed. “Let me straighten you 
out. In strictly economic terms, us ‘Redskins’ don’t have any more 
problem with alcohol than your ‘poor white trash? You catch what 
I’m saying?” 

“Jesus, Betsy, I didn’t mean...” 

“Tm so tired of dealing with your society’s fetish for 
stereotypes. You can see how stupid and bigoted it sounds, so cut 
it out.” 

“Remind me not to get into any serious arguments with you.” 
He put down the plate. Betsy snatched the last wonton from it, 
popped it into her mouth, and chewed it slowly. 

She took a swallow of tea. “It’s just that 've known a couple of 
cases like Frank. They're lost so young. But then, we are all lost. So 
many of our stories were forgotten long before I was even born, 
Lew. I never had a chance to hear them. Like me, most Lamish 


cant speak their own language, and few stories ever got translated 
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into English. So now were lost and scared and sometimes a 
couple of drinks make it a bit easier to forget how much we've 
forgotten.” 

“T can understand...” 

“But then it’s not like we had a choice, is it? "Cause there's 
nothing left to go back to.” 

Mrs. Li brought some more tea and smiled as they attempted 
to find words sufficient to describe their enjoyment of the meal. 
Lew took her hand and told her not to worry, that somehow 
everything works out for good people like her husband and 
herself. She shrugged and scurried back to the kitchen. 

“You know something?” Betsy looked him in the eyes. “You're 
a kind man, Lew Emery, when you want to be, and brave when 
you need to be. That’s a damn good combination. How come you 
hide out there on that island? Men like you ought to circulate a 
bit, give us spinsters some hope.” 

Betsy held her tea cup in both hands but her stockinged foot 
played up and down Lew’s shin. He gave her an embarrassed 
smile and moved the topic back to Charlie. 

“Assuming Frank could tell him this legend, what does Charlie 
get out of this?” 

“That’s puzzled me. Some legends are said to carry red 
tamamus. They’re like cryptic treasure maps. If you match the 
legend with some artifact that provides the key, it gives you the 
finding power and will lead you to great wealth. But it’s a child’s 
game. Charlie wouldn't believe that any more than you would” 

“Wouldn't Johnny know this legend?” 

“Sure, but just try and ask him anything.” 

“Big Ted said they were together. How do you know Charlie 
didn't get mad at Johnny and do something to make the old man 
kill him?” 
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“Anytime something bad happens, everyone points a finger at 
Johnny.” 

“Seems like a good place to start?” 

“But you know. Johnny’s done a lot of good for his tribe. In 
fact he’s responsible for the Lamish being a tribe, in the legal 
sense, that is.” 

“T don't get you. I thought the tribes were around long before 
laws were...” 

“Of course, we Lamish have been here for thousands of years. 
A lot of good that does us. One day we missed the signing of the 
Point Elliot treaty in 1855. Like how were we supposed to know it 
would mess us up for the next hundred and fifty years?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“We had all gone off to Vancouver Island for the winter, just 
like we did every year. The treaty settled the official relationship 
between the region’s many tribes and the U.S. Congress. Since we 
werent there, we suddenly had no official status with the U.S. 
Government. And when we came back, like we did every year, we 
found wed been lumped together with some of the Canadian 
island tribes up north. But the Canadians, they considered us an 
American tribe. The BIA finally decided we were a branch of the 
Swinomish, who didn't want us either. In the ‘50s, Johnny led the 
fight for Lamishan recognition. Big Ted wouldn't be selling all 
those tax-free cigarettes now if it weren't for Johnny. Now the 
Lamish have been reestablished and our sacred island has been 
returned to us.” 

“Tm about to tell you something,” said Betsy, settling back. 
“Something I haven't ever told anyone.” 

She paused, reflective, undecided. Lew had the uncomfortable 
feeling she was going to confess something to him. Something 
that he shouldn't hear. 
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“Maybe that’s not a good idea,” he suggested. “Hadn't wed 
better go find Frank?” 

“Listen to me. My grandfather had several children. My father 
was the eldest, so he got the sacred training. But something awful 
happened between him and my mother and he went away when I 
was little, just after Charlie was born. We grew up with one of my 
uncles. But my mother always loved the old man, and although 
she had become a Christian, she never spoke against him. He 
took up with the dexwidakeb of another Clan, a fellow named 
Kwaskedan. Old Kwaskedan—I haven't thought about him in 
years. He was, well, crazier than most dexwidakeb:” 

“Crazier than Chuckanut Johnny?” 

“He made Johnny look like a Presbyterian deacon. Kwaskedan 
liked to babble in some language no one else understood. And he 
covered his body with ashes and would have wandered about 
naked if they let him. I saw him once like that.” Her face grew 
flush. 

“That ugly?” 

“No, he had been disfigured, or rather dismembered.” 

“His face?” 

“A lot lower” 

“God! You people...” He remembered Johnny’s knife. 

“Lew! It wasn't us.” She chuckled, “The most Johnny might do 
is fit you with an earring. Anyhow, Kwaskedan’s testicles were still 
intact.” 

“I don’t want to hear about it.” 

“He didn’t seem to mind. Not enough to cover himself up. His 
story goes like this: as a young man he got himself sold aboard a 
clipper ship on the Shanghai, Madras, Canton, San Francisco 
trade route.” 

“What's that?” 
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“Clipper ships. Theyd pick up furs here, trade these for gold in 
China, trade again for opium in India, cash this in for more gold 
in Canton and goods to sell in San Francisco. When they needed 
extra crew they hired on men in Vancouver, or they sent gangs 
into villages to buy slaves or shanghai some young bucks.” 

“Slaves?” 

“Most of the tribes around the Sound had traditional enemies 
and kept captives as slaves. Like you, we don’t do that anymore. 
Kwaskedan was gone for many years, and when he came back, 
well, by then he was just plain crazy. Everyone was scared of him, 
everyone except my father and maybe Johnny. Kwaskedan spent 
most of the year out on the distant islands. He'd come back for the 
winter gatherings and my father would go listen to him. Father 
used to love to listen to him, and Kwaskedan told him things he 
told nobody else. When I was little and the tribe decided I was 
Syokwo, my father began to tell me what Kwaskedan had said to 
him. Hed sneak right into my bedroom in the middle of the 
night, after the ceremonies were over, and wed talk until dawn. 
He made me promise not to repeat the stories to anyone.” She 
bowed her head. 

“There was one other person. A professor of mine. God, I was 
stupid. I actually fell in love with him.” 

Lew sat, looking past her, fumbling with the heavy teacup. 

He looked at his watch. “Tell me about Charlie. What was he 
up to?” He wondered if she knew about Charlie’s connection with 
drug dealing. 

Betsy settled back. “I don’t know. After college, Charlie even 
tried law school, but it didn’t suit him. He worked a couple years 
back East. The next thing I hear, he’s quit and moved to Florida. 
That was two years ago. He started sending me money. Every 
month. Sometimes quite a bit. Like he wanted to support me. I 
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couldn't make him take it back, so I banked it for him. This last 
summer he showed up here. Youd think hed invite me over?” She 
paused for effect. 

“Not even once.” she continued. “Sometimes wed meet at my 
place or at restaurants, but it was like we didn’t know each other 
anymore. But I loved him dearly.’ She slumped down in the 
booth, losing out to her uncertainty, to desperation. 

So she didn’t know about Charlie and some possible drug 
connection. Or she chose not to believe. 

“Maybe wed better find Frank Nance.” he suggested. 

He paid and they went back out into the rain. 
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Chapter 16 


Sialkbiq Talks 


It was close to ten oclock when they pulled up in front of the 
Helping Hand of Jesus Mission on Washington Street, south of 
First Avenue. Over the door, a rusting neon sign, a pair of cupped 
hands outlined in electric pink. In the center of each hand, a 
glowing red stigmata wavered and buzzed. The large window of 
the old storefront had been covered with a crudely painted 
plywood sign, welcoming all to the nightly prayer meetings. 
Above the door a smaller sign read: “Helping Hand of Jesus 
Mission; Rev. Warren Marcos.” 

The brick building sided on a dark alleyway where the stores 
and apartments kept their garbage in large rectangular dumping 
bins. These also provided nightly shelter for those unwilling to 
endure the evening’s meeting for the privilege of a narrow cot 
upstairs. 

Lew opened the door of the mission and followed Betsy in. 
The mission's walls were mottled with mildew and rot. The latest 
paint job, a sallow pea-green attempt, had variegated into several 
darker hues. The front was filled with rickety wooden folding 
chairs, facing inward to a small platform upon which a wooden 
stand served as a pulpit. Behind this, the wall was covered by a 
life-sized painting of Christ on the cross, dripping streams of 
blood from his temples, side, hands and feet, riverine trails of 
divine hemoglobin, all lovingly executed on black velvet. This 
room was permanently cold and damp. Whatever heat was 
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provided would be found upstairs in the dormitory, offered as 
heaven might be after the purgatory of Rev. Marcos’s sermon and 
the chalky split-pea soup. At the rear, the wall opened to a 
counter, the next room being a small kitchen. Stacks of brown 
melamine mugs were piled beside a dented coffee urn. Behind the 
counter an old man in a black suit was pushing a mop around in 
slow circle-eights. Everyone else seemed to have retired upstairs. 
He glanced up at them, his face impassive, indifferent to their 
approach. 

“Evening, Lew said, “We're looking for a friend” 

“The Lord is your friend in times of need.” 

Lew guessed they had found the Reverend Marcos. 

“All right...but we were looking for someone in particular, a 
fellow named Frank Nance. Have you seen him?” 

The Reverend dipped his mop into a bucket of gray water and 
drew it out again. 

“The Lord,” he said in a low voice, “helps them who helps 
themselves. And those who show favor upon the efforts of his 
beloved children.” He glanced at the counter and Lew noticed a 
locked metal box, chained to the wall, with a slit punched in its 
lid. 

Lew took a ten out of his wallet and stuffed it into the slot. The 
Reverend set his broom aside and wiped his hands on his shirt, 
his manner suddenly animated. 

“Injun Frank. Well, now. I haven't seen him for over a week. 
Last I heard he was over at the Public Market, mostly, sleeping 
under the stairway which leads down to the waterfront. You know 
the place? He might be there now. Yes sir...if you hurry.” 

The Reverend’s eyes were clouded brown, like those of an old 
dog, surrounded by reddened wrinkles and deep folds. He 
blinked back at Lew in the garish fluorescent light. 
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As they went through the door, Reverend Marcos, whistling 
the doxology, was hastily working a key in the lock of the box. 

They parked under the old viaduct that ran alongside the 
waterfront. Betsy leaned heavily on Lew, staring ahead. Above 
them the underside of the market loomed out from the crest of a 
steep incline. Concrete stairs zig-zagged up into its underbelly. 
They checked beneath the stairs as they moved upward, but the 
dark, dank corners were filled only with an unhealthy stench, and 
littered with glistening shards of broken glass. In the dark, from 
below, the market looked like the rampart of some dungeon, 
hovering out over the edge of the slope. 

They walked along between the empty stalls and spied a man 
sprawled under a metal table. He wasn’t conscious but he wasn't 
Frank either, so they continued on, speaking to one another in 
guarded whispers. Ahead, a brightly lit, all-night grocery neared, 
when a hand jabbed out from the shadows and clutched Lew’s 
sleeve. It was followed by a face wearing a grim smirk. 

A voice implored, “Quarter, mister? I’m a little short, you see.” 
The hand withdrew. 

Lew glanced at Betsy, and she shook her head. It wasn’t Frank. 

“Tl tell you what, old timer, you help us out and I'll spring for 
a pint of Thunderbird.” 

The smile widened, revealing a proliferation of missing teeth. 

“Help ya? Wha...wha...whadda you mean?” His voice was 
eager but hesitant. 

“We're looking for a friend. Frank Nance.” 

“Surely...surely, zat all? I know right were he is. You git the 
bottle and we can talk this thing out. Only make it a fifth, will ya? 
My throat’s awful dry...” 

The old wino snatched the bag when Lew held it out. Twisting 
the top of he took a long pull, so long that he held his other hand 
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up to steady the first. At last the bottle was lowered, half emptied. 
He leaned on the building, licking his lips. Lew reached out and 
grabbed the bottle away with a jerk. 

“Hey! Man. Don't you do that. Shee-it!” 

“We were going to talk, remember?” Lew held the bottle high 
over his head. 

“Sure. Injun Frank. I'll tell you. I will. Say, I bet he’s holed up 
over at the off-ramp. You know, the off-ramp from the...” He 
stopped, puzzled. “Oh, yeah, the bayou duck. What they call it. 
Over that way a pace.” 

He pointed along the street. “Ain't no swamp, though.” The 
booze seemed to have lubricated his tongue and his mind, too. 
“Never seen no ducks neither!” 

Lew handed him back the bottle and he tucked it under his 
jacket and made off in the other direction, muttering, “Bayou 
fuckin’ duck, quack, quack, quack, sheeit!” 

They stopped in the store again and picked up a pint flask of 
Mad Dog 20-20. Lew had a feeling it might help lubricate Frank’s 
memory. The rains had stopped and in the darkness water 
thundered through the storm drains below while trucks and cars 
hissed by on the viaduct above. Lew kept a close lookout on the 
shadows, wished he was carrying the Colt. 

“Good place to get mugged,” said Betsy, echoing his thoughts. 
She took a tighter hold of his arm. 

“The muggers are all down at Seattle Center, waiting for the 
Sonics game to end,’ he said to calm her. Something was spooking 
him. He began to imagine footsteps echoing theirs. 

Ahead, the viaduct veered into a tunnel. Just before the tunnel, 
a sharp off-ramp cut to the right and twisted to meet the uphill 
road, passing over the street where they walked. As they drew 


closer Lew noticed that a chain-link fence enclosed the underside 
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of the off-ramp. The fence had been partially pulled down at one 
point, leaving a gap. Nothing moved in the interior darkness. 

“Frank,” Betsy spoke, putting her hand on the fence. “Frank 
Nance, are you there? It's Charlie's sister, Betsy.” 

No response. 

“You might have to shout,’ Lew suggested. “He could be 
passed out in there.” 

“Frank!” she spoke louder, “We just want to talk with you. 
We've brought something for you. Are you thirsty?” 

A man grunted heavily and shoes crunched in the blackness. 
Footsteps approached. 

“Betsy. That really you?” A tremulous whisper that was 
swallowed by the traffic above. 

“Yes, Sialkbiq. It’s me. Don't be frightened. I’ve brought a 
friend” 

“Go away.’ 

“Please, Frank” 

“You tell Charlie I won't forget him beating on me like that. I 
thought he was my friend” 

“Frank, we have a bottle for you, look.” Lew held up the flask 
of fortified wine. 

A pair of hands reached out of the dark, grabbed the fence. 
Blackened fingers poked through holes cut in old cotton socks. 
Thin wrists stuck out of a tattered army coat. He stepped into the 
light, steadying himself with his grip on the fence. Dressed in a 
damp, soiled coat and pants, he looked discarded, like a crumpled 
wet newspaper. His coarsely shorn dark hair was matted and 
muddy, and his broad face swayed passively. One of his ears had 
been badly bloodied and was still swollen and blue. Above all else, 
he stank. 
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“Oh, Frank, look at you!” Betsy was nearly in tears. “Frank, 
this is Lew. We, well, we want to ask you some questions. Can you 
talk to us?” 

He swayed from foot to foot, barely holding himself upright. 

“Frank, would you like me to help you out of there?” Lew 
asked. 

“No! No! I’m okay here,” he looked at Betsy. “It’s been a long 
time.” 

“Yes, it has,” said Betsy. 

“No, I mean it’s been a really long time.” 

“IT know what you mean.” Lew stepped forward. 

Lew handed the bottle over the fence. Frank took it, smiled at 
him, lost his balance, and sat down heavily in the mud, fumbling 
with the cap. After a long drink he began to shake. The spasms 
quickly quieted. 

“Syokwo, your white boy’s all right” His voice picked up in 
volume and strength. He took another pull. 

“When did you see last Charlie?” asked Lew. 

“He gonna to beat me up, too?” Frank asked Betsy. “I thought 
Charlie was my friend” 

“We're all your friends. What did Charlie want?” 

“T never heard his damn story. Youd think Charlied listen to 
me.” 

“What about this story?” 

“Charlie told me it was called Sotek Yoqueltez. My memory’s 
still pretty good. And that is no story like I ever heard of” 

Frank mumbled the name to himself as he took another drink. 
Then he shook his head. “Like I told Charlie, I don’t know that 
one. But I know another one about the Northwind people, let me 
see...” He was singing softly to himself. His eyes were closed and 
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as he sang he bent forward over his crossed legs, setting the now- 
empty bottle in a puddle. He cleared his throat. 

“Down in the South live the Warm-Wind people. And way up 
North live the Cold-Wind people. We of the First Nation, well, we 
live pretty much in between. We like the Warm-Wind people, and 
they like us, too. In old times they would come and stay with us 
all the time, so’s it was hardly never cold then.” He paused and 
looked up at them, tilting his head and squinting in the mercury 
brilliance of the street light. 

Betsy smiled back at him. 

He nodded and continued. “The son of the Headman of the 
Warm-Wind people became stricken with love. None of the 
Warm-Wind maidens could heal this affliction. So that man went 
north, over the mountains and the ice fields, until he finally 
reached the village of the Cold-Wind people. He impressed the 
chief with many feats of bravery...” Frank broke off into a song and 
almost collapsed over on his side. He straightened up, returning 
to the story. “He married the daughter of the Cold-Wind chief 
and took her back home to his family. This brought the cold into 
the land of the Lamishan” 

“You see? Her relatives would come to visit every year. This is 
why we have winter. But the Cold- Wind chief is always very 
happy to see his daughter, so the winters here ain't so bad...not too 
bad...not...very..” 

This time when he fell over he lay there in the mud, breathing 
heavily. 

“Frank!” Betsy shouted. 

“.-Huh...Whaa?” He raised himself up on one elbow and 
looked over at us. “Who’s that?” 

“Tt’s Betsy.” 
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“You tell your brother I’m gonna stomp his ass, I see him 
sometime I’m not so sick” 

“Oh, Frank, please help us. My brother’s dead, murdered” 

Frank wobbled crazily, leaning back on his arms to steady 
himself. 

“Him dead?” Frank avoided using Charlie’s name out of 
respect for the corpse. Tears came to his face. 

“I didn't mean that about him. He was my friend. It made him 
mad, me all drunk and stinkir’ like a puddle of shit. He only hit 
me a couple times. Didn't mean nothin” 

“Did he say anything else to you?” 

“He asked about your great grandfather, Weahtli.” 

“Weahtli? I don't remember mom ever talking about him” 

“He and my granddad were friends, oh, way back, ‘fore I was 
born. The whites called him Samish Billy, but Weahtli, he didn't 
like that ‘cause anyhow he was Lamish. So he tried to get by with 
just “Willy? Willy worked on the boats, the tugs operatin’ out of 
Everett. You say your brother’s dead? He’s my friend.” He began to 
sob. 

“Weahtli, you were talking about Weahtli” 

“Way my father told me was like this: Willy, he left his wife 
and two young ones. Don't suppose you ever met the woman, 
cause she kilt herself? 

“Why did she do that?” 

“Well, she married this white man, Willy’s old boss, I think he 
was, when Willy don’t come back for two winters. Anyhow, the 
white man kicked her out...no, that’s not right. White man ran off, 
too, his family kicked her out. Somethin like that. She took some 
bad plants and she died, your great grandmother.” Frank’s head 
slid down into the crook of his arm. 

“Frank?” Betsy shouted. “Oh, God, Frank, look at you.” 
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“We can't just leave him here,’ Lew said, “He'll never be able to 
climb back over the fence.” 

“T know.’ She was still shaken by his appearance. “But he won't 
stay in the hospitals. A couple weeks and he’s right back here. Says 
his friends are here. I'll call the Inter-Tribal Community Service 
to come and pick him up right away.’ 

“Let’s go then.” Lew put his arm over her shoulder and guided 
her toward the car. 

The hurricane fence clanged twice and sprung as boots 
crunched on gravely mud. Frank lay lumped sideways in a 
shallow puddle, his coat open showing a torn undershirt and a 
expanse of flabby skin. Winslow Jacobs walked around the body 
until he was standing in the viaduct’s shadow. A boot flashed out 
of the darkness, connecting with Frank’s exposed belly. 

Frank grunted, a stream of blood mixed with wine escaped his 
lips. He opened his eyes, curling instinctively as the boot returned 
and returned. A final blow to his head left Frank’s eyes open, 
unblinking. 

The fence sang again. 

“What did he say?” asked Jake, following his brother up Pike 
Street toward the Greyhound station. “Did he know about the 
blanket?” 

“He didn't know shit” Win frowned. 

“You said we had to find the blanket. You said the Captain 
would give anything for it” 

Win pulled out the letter he had taken from the woman's bag 
in their car and read it again as he walked. 

“Old wino didn’t know squat, but now I know who does?’ 
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Chapter 17 


Daddy 


Betsy was nearly asleep when they reached her apartment. She 
called the Agency about Frank. Then she apologized with a yawn 
and plodded off to the bedroom. Lew poured himself a brandy 
and sat watching the lights of the harbor through the rain- 
patterned window. He listened to the Bainbridge ferry leaving on 
its final run and to the other sounds of his world: the wavering 
sibilance of the freeway, the faint hiss of transformers and wires, 
and the occasional yowl of a jetliner headed for a landing at 
SeaTac Airport. He sat surrounded by the comforting sounds of 
civilization. He listened intently like he had never heard these 
noises before, or like they would never mean the same thing to 
him again. 

When, at last, he crawled in between the sheets, Lew tried not 
to waken Betsy, but she stirred and wrapped her agile body 
around him from behind. 

“T couldn’ sleep.” 

“T know, I’m worried about him too. I could go back tonight 
and somehow pull him out of there.” 

“Frank will be okay for one more night. No, it’s the other 
thing” 

“What other thing?” 

“What I wanted to tell you earlier. I think you should know, 
because of what Johnny is trying to do with you. I don’t think I 
can't not tell you. It might be important...later” 
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“Well, ’'m not going anywhere, only do be careful with that...” 
He took her hand, which had meandered a good ways south of his 
navel and put it up on his shoulder, “Unless, of course, you mean 
business.” 

She rolled onto her back and swallowed once. 

“There was this man, a professor of mine. He found out they 
called me Syokwo. After that he kept after me to tell him things.” 

“They’re only stories, you said.” 

“But I'd promised my father not to tell...” 

“So go talk to your father about it. If he’s any kind of man he'll 
forgive you.” 

“T haven't seen Daddy in years, not since old Kwaskedan died. 
No one I know can tell me where he is or even if he’s still alive. 
And when my mother died he didn't come to her funeral. So I 
started thinking he was dead.” 

In the darkness of the bedroom her voice became small, and 
her eyes big. Big, like the little wooden man in Johnny’s cabin. 
Staring inwardly at something no one should see. 

“You're not upset just because you broke your promise.” 

“No, you're right, there's more. This professor, he took the 
things I told him and he twisted them into a horrible lie” She 
looked up at him, her eyes, dark with remorse, displayed their 
load of terror. “And then he made me believe this. Lew, I can’t get 
it out of my mind. I pray it’s not true, but...” 

“It’s a lie, you just said so.” 

“Tt has to be. It can’t be true. God would not permit such a 
thing” 

“Well, now, God doesn't seem to take a real keen interest in 
what people say or do on this planet. You ask me, and I don't 


think people wait around for divine permission much” 
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“T want to tell you what I think my vision means. I hope, dear 
Lord, how I pray, that I’m wrong. There is truth in this, I fear. Not 
an easy truth to know, and more difficult to accept. I expect you 
will prefer to ignore this truth. But, like me, I don't think you can 
succeed. If you'll listen, I will tell you something, something 
extraordinary.” 

Lew reached out and drew her closer to him. 

“You know the story of the fall from God’s grace?” She started. 

“Adam and Eve and the odd snake. I went to Sunday school.” 
But only when I couldn't help it, he remembered. 

Lew’s parents had switched denominations regularly, unable to 
discover a church that would guarantee them eternal happiness 
for a minimum of near-term bother. He was bored with Lutherans 
when he wasn't more than five, although Lew rather enjoyed the 
Episcopal episode. It was in his mother’s latent Roman Catholic 
mood when he finally told them he wasn’t going to play along and 
started calling himself an agnostic. By the time they retired in San 
Diego, his mother was dabbling in evangelical fundamentalism, 
while dad had became an Anabaptist. 

“Well, we Lamish have our own legend,’ Betsy noted, “only in 
ours we left the best part of us back in the garden. And we did it 
to ourselves.” 

“Nobody’s perfect,” 

“That’s where you're wrong. Coyote was perfect. The perfect 
human. He controlled the black tamamus. He would have made 
us a race of perfect beings. Instead we are reduced to bigotry and 
petty hatred” 

“Tm not following you here. Coyote?” 

“There is a power,” She paused, afraid of the words she would 
speak. Then she continued. “A power we all should have. Not just 
Johnny, but each of us. And this power is sleeping within us.” 
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“Sleeping?” 

“Do you know what the genome is?” 

“Only what I heard on CNN” 

“It's the genetic complement of a species, the map of our total 
genetic potential. If you were to examine our genome and from 
this determine the purpose of every gene, you would find a 
certain major segment of our genetic code that does nothing. 
Today, it has no purpose. Just as we have no purpose. Within each 
of us is a complex genetic message that makes us...human, that 
tells us what we are and how we fit, that allows us to become what 
we must become if this world of ours is to survive. This is where 
the Power Flow lies. It is part of us, every one of us. The part we 
lost is within us still” 

“We lost it, but we have it?” 

“That’s the damn tragedy of it all. This is what I can’t possibly 
believe is true. God would not allow this to happen. But it’s right 
there in the myths—we didn't really lose it. They turned it off” 

“Wait a minute...they?” 

“They took away our humanity. Don't you see? We weren't just 
kicked out of paradise, we were altered, mutilated. They were too 
clever. You see, they hid it far too well, and when they died, some 
of the truth died with them. Don’t ask me who they are. I don't 
really know. Johnny...” She shook her head, but her face shone 
with hopeful anticipation. “Maybe we can find a way to switch 
them back on. That’s why ’'m working on the genome.” 

He shrugged. “Switch them on? Push some chemical button 
and we all get to heaven? I’m sorry, Betsy, I can’t buy that.’ 

“We already know that Johnny can trigger some perception of 
the Power Flow...” 

“What's this ‘Power Flow, anyhow: some deep dark Injun 
secret us whites shouldn't hear?” 
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“Injun! Who you calling an Injun?” she frowned at him. 

“Hell, ’'m as PC as the next guy.’ Lew wasn’t sure she was only 
kidding. “Tll let you know if I want to offend you. And it won't be 
about your tribal identity.” 

“Good enough. Now the Power Flow. In Lamish it is called 
tamamus. I can’t translate it really. It is a way of interacting with 
the environment, an energy, yes, and a philosophy. Perception 
and conception without a distinction between them. It’s what we 
are made from and what joins us to the universe.” 

“May the force be with you,” he smiled thinly. Her words 
sounded like the cosmic musings of a junior- high-school sci-fi 
freak. 

“This is real. This is the message of my people, okay? Only 
they don't understand it themselves anymore.” 

“Them and me too!” 

“But it’s not a legend only; I can feel it at times. And if Johnny 
has his way, so will you, my fine friend” 

“You told Johnny about this...this Coyote business?” 

“Oh God, no. I’m not supposed to know anything about the 
Coyote legends. Hed be furious. And you. Why, you don't believe 
a word of it. Do you?” 

“Betsy, it is quite a story.” 

“T don’t know why I told you this. It’s just nonsense to you.” 

Lew kissed her on the cheek. He wanted her to know, it wasn't 
that he didn’t wish to believe her. He struggled for the words. 

“T guess we all want to believe that we can become, well, better 
than we are. But here we are, and we're stuck with the way we are. 
We're going to keep on mucking everything up until it’s far too 
late to save what's left.” 

“That's all we can do?” 
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“Let me put something up to you. Perhaps we don't deserve to 
find this extra potential. We haven't done so hot with the abilities 
we already have.” 

“Why must humanity stay so doggedly inhuman? Why, if the 
knowledge is out there?” 

“Give me a break, Betsy. You've been on my ass all night.” 

“Except when you were on mine, or have you forgotten that” 
She smiled and whispered, “It was delicious.” 

“For a Catholic, you have a very broad attitude.” 

“T hope that’s all you think is broad. Anyway, I take the word 
‘catholic’ at its root meaning.” 

She became serious again. “Just keep this in mind when you 
are with Johnny: The knowledge he holds is precious to him. He 
doesn't offer it to just anyone. He is Snoquask, after all. Old? 
Unbelievably. Crazy? At least borderline. But still Snoquask. And 
he is the last. The last of the Lamish shamans, maybe the last 
person on the planet who has sensed the knowledge we have lost. 
I can't make you believe me, can I?” 

“My pappy told me never to believe anything I heard in bed” 

“Yeah? Well my mammy always told me to stay away from 
white dudes who fly helicopters and whisper ‘Ooh, baby’ at 
intimate moments.” 

“T didn't!” 

“Several times.” 

“Care to try for an encore performance?” 

“You bet.” She colored. “But not tonight. I’m bushed. Howd we 
get on this subject?” 

“Your mammy said...” 


“T was asking you if you could believe what I told you.” 
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“Sure I could. But I have to say, right now, I just don't. I mean, 
I want to be open minded, but you'll have to let me think about 
it? 

He thought shed take it poorly. But she just heaved a little sigh 
and said, “You're right. To be honest, a big part of me still has a 
hard time thinking about this. I only ask that you remember this 
when Johnny gets you in a tight spot. Okay? It may do you some 
good.” 

“Fair enough.” 

She kissed him then, whispered a sleepy good night, and drew 
her leg up over his. A welcoming quietude spread through the 
room. 

S$s 

Lew spread gooseberry jam on another freshly baked 
crumpet. Settling back, he watched vapor rising from the asphalt. 
Although it must have been only fifty degrees, the sun beat 
harshly down. Betsy had woken before him and gone out, leaving 
a note that they could meet at the Pike Place Market’s crumpet 
shop for brunch at ten. But first she had to stop by the Agency 
and check on Franks situation. 

Lew checked his watch. He had another half an hour or so to 
sort out his thoughts, beginning with the events of the previous 
evening. Itd been far too many months, make that years, he 
decided, since he had enjoyed the company of a woman; not just 
the sex, but little shared silences, common desires and intentions, 
mutual attractions. One evening with Betsy had done more to 
heal Lew’s wounded self than three long winters on Midnight 
Island. 

When he came back from Kuwait, Lew found that the effects 
of his wife’s absence were nearly as strong on him as those of her 


presence ever were; and that missing her consumed him much 
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like having her. Somewhere in the divorce process she had 
extracted more than the cash she had cleaned out of their joint 
account. Much more: shed left with a great big piece of Lew’s well 
being, the part where tenderness and trust resided. 

But it wasn’t only the woman who sent him off to Tequilaville. 
It was his own sick wanting of her, of her affection, of her need for 
him, and yes, of her supple body. Only it wasn’t sick this wanting, 
some would even call it “love,” and applaud its loyalty. Midnight 
Island was supposed to cure him of his own desire. Now, if hed 
told Sumi this fact she might have called him a Buddhist and 
reminded him that Siddhartha put the blame for the universe’s 
misery squarely on the stooped shoulders of such desire. Only 
what the Buddha never really figured out is that longing for the 
end of desire doesn’t get you very far—it’s only one more desire. 
But then fulfilling desire leaves you exactly where you were 
before. Now that might be great for some folks, but spending the 
rest of his life on Midnight Island was not Lew Emery’s idea of a 
jolly good time. Besides now he had Betsy to think about. And to 
desire. And that, he knew, in his heart and other parts south, he 
did. And in spades. 

Betsy reminded Lew of Sumi: lots of smarts and damned 
determined ways. They both made Lew nervous. There was this 
energy, this lust for change and growth that made them alike; only 
Betsy was escaping from the very experiences that Sumi was 
hoping to arrive at. And here Lew was trying to keep everything 
around him from drifting while these two women went around 
cutting all the anchor ropes while attaching a few of their own. 

Somehow, Lew now understood, he had entered a world that 
had always existed alongside his own, the doleful remnants of an 
ancient society, a parallel cultural universe that had continued 
despite the clever authority of television. It continued, he realized, 
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much like old Frank gets on—a continuation without a future— 
sickened, decrepit, mouthing its wisdom incoherently. 

No wonder Betsy was determined to find a rational meaning 
in all of it. That was her only escape from it. Johnny’s talk of 
knowledge and truth were clouded by the violence and suspicion 
that the shaman caused without a hint of remorse. According to 
Betsy, Chuckanut Johnny had just done the one thing any Lamish 
shaman would die tortured and screaming before hed agree to. 

He's broken the strongest taboo of them all, Lew realized, to 
drag me into his own craziness. And I haven't the dimmest hope 
of ever finding out why. I’m a white man trapped in the worst 
kind of Injun trouble. Hell, Johnny’s a walking toxic trouble 
wasteland. When he dies theyd better plant him deep and keep a 
careful watch. 

Every culture has its downside, he figured. We contend with 
the global insanity of the bomb and a lifestyle that promises 
blissful, or at least painless, longevity, but more often these days 
pays off with the suddenness of the freeway smash, or the long- 
time agony of cancer. 

The Lamish, they deal with a universe of human and animal 
spirits and guardians, with the dangerous and uncertain power of 
the shaman, and the frustration of a culture lost. Lew had the 
troubling feeling that he would be traveling deeper into their 
world before he could again return to his. That's the other trouble 
with trouble: real trouble, that is. It has a habit of finding your 
blind side. You just never do see real trouble coming. 

Lew let Betsy’s idea wander again though his thoughts. It was a 
curious notion, at once preposterous and incredibly logical. He 
knew just enough about genetics to know that every species has 
limitations and abilities determined by their genes. But what she 
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was suggesting was that humans have been operating a few 
cylinders short all these years. 

There was a tidiness about her story, a simple completeness. It 
seemed at once too wonderful and terrible to be possible and just 
scientific enough to be plausible. Sure, we adapted to what we 
could use, but we never knew that something more was there, 
hidden from us. 

As an idea, this was both immensely satisfying and galling. It 
described such a monumental waste. Generations of people who 
were born and lived and died without knowing. Still, this seemed 
to answer a deep internal question he didn’t know he had asked, 
and thinking about it made him giddy, as though he held a 
winning lottery ticket. 

Then his elation broke on the hard edge of his reason. Johnny 
was no messiah, after all, and the Lamish were as sorry a bunch of 
folks as he had come across. What Betsy had described was a 
truth so big it would have been carried along the great traditions 
of the world, or at least preserved by some secret mystical society 
in the Himalayas, say, or maybe the Andes. Long ago it should 
have been carved into tablets or inscribed in gold somewhere. 

This is not something you lose, like a phone number. And it’s 
hardly the kind of information youd expect to survive only in 
some backwoods, nowhere culture like the Lamish. Even if it were 
true, or even partially true, it would have been discovered long 
before today. Like Sumi said, all the big ideas have been 
discovered. Nothing left but instant replays. 

At the next table a young couple basked in the sun’s radiant 
heat, he in a polo shirt and she a halter top. At this time of year 
Seattleites, particularly recent arrivals, get a little crazy for the 
sun. After six months of gray drizzle they consider jumping from 
the Aurora bridge, a pleasant alternative to waking yet one more 
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morning and finding the cloud ceiling hovering somewhere below 
the kitchen window sill. Lew sipped at his coffee. A newsboy came 
through with the late Sunday edition of the Times. He had just 
noticed the photograph when Betsy arrived. Her face confirmed 
the headline: “Homeless Man Murdered.” 

Frank’s body had been found by the Agency around midnight. 
The corpse, covered by a police blanket, lay just where they had 
left him sleeping beneath the off-ramp. Lew scanned the copy. 
Someone had beaten Frank to death, the police detective was 
guessing, noting the visible head bruises. Or he could have fallen 
while climbing over the fence, but that was unlikely. 

She shook her head, disconsolate. “We should have taken him 
out of there right then” 

“We couldn't save him from himself? Lew returned. “Even a 
bum has the right to choose how he lives.” 

“It’s too horrible” She brushed the tears away with her hands 
and, red-eyed and puffy, tried to compose herself. “And I didn't 
see it coming.” 

Lew was thinking about the good Reverend Marcos. He'll have 
something to say to the cops: “There were two of them. They were 
looking for Frank. I told them to try the Market. How was I to 
know they were gonna kill him?” 

“Betsy, I don't think we ought to say anything to the cops 
about our seeing Frank last night, at least not yet.” 

“Of course. By the way, did you take Charlie’s letter out of my 
bag? I can't find it anywhere” 

“Maybe it fell out in the car” 

“Maybe.” she seemed doubtful. 

“T think it’s time I had a long talk with Chuckanut Johnny, 
who seems to know a lot more than he’s telling us.” 
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“Frank’s mother, she lives down in West Seattle,” Betsy said. “I 
want to be there. At least I can do that. She'll need someone.” 

“Okay, Pll go with you.” 

“No, Lew. You find Johnny. Tell him what's happened.” She was 
crying again. 

He took her face gently in his hands. “You're not the cause of 
Frank’s happiness, his misery, his life, or his death.” 

“Not my brother's keeper? That so?” 

“That’s not what I meant. Only let the dead be dead. Be glad 
youre alive. Can you give me a smile?” 

“You want me happy? I get it—happy,’ She looked away. “... 
and willing.” 

“Tt’s called survival.” He took her arm. “Look at me...” 

She did. It was a look that made him want to cry, too. 
“...People who don't do this right end up like Frank there. I 
know you feel responsible about him. You shouldn't. That's all ’m 

saying. And now you want to feel guilty about our pleasure...” 

“But I don't, Lew.” She covered his hand with hers. “And yet I 
do.” She sighed, her face softened. “I’m not saying it was wrong. I 
guess I’m not that good, either.” 

“Would you rather be that good? Really?” 

She laughed a bit. “No. Damn you, Lew. You are a fine 
temptation.” She reached out and stroked his face. “You are going 
to give me a lot to confess about. You know that?” 

“Isnt there a batch rate?” 

“What?” 

“Like six ‘ooh babys’ for each ‘hail Mary’?” 

Betsy broke into a broad laugh, tousling her hair with her 
hands. Lew noticed she had a manner of shaking it off her 
shoulders that made him want to carry her off and get naked 


somewhere. Finally she simmered down to a relaxed smile. 
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“That's better,’ said Lew. “You can call the Forest Service when 
youre ready to have me come and pick you up. They'll relay the 
message to me.” 

SS§ 

It was the worst day she could remember, worse than when 
her mother died. Frank’s mother was absolutely inconsolable. It’s 
one thing to have a son whos no good, who’ a drunk and a thief 
and all the stupid ugly things that Frank had become. It’s one 
thing to curse him for his weaknesses and the pain he caused 
everyone. But a mother always hopes that there is a better 
tomorrow somewhere and her boy will find the strength to grasp 
this. For Frank’s mother, dying now made it worse than if hed 
been a good boy, because he never knew the good things and now 
he never would. 

Betsy took her to the cathedral where they lit candles for 
Frank and for Charlie. They fell to their knees and prayed 
together and they wept together until Frank’s mother gave out and 
fainted. The priest came over and they helped the old woman to 
the narthex, where she sat on a bench with her face all screwed up 
and her fists tearing at her eyes. 

Betsy’s own grief, dwarfed by the old woman’s anguish, 
expanded by the minute. The injustice of everything she had 
known and tried to deny or forget sprung into clear focus in 
Betsy's mind. She could not imagine a hell meaner than the 
narthex of the Saint Anthony’s for those several minutes. 

And so she was astonished when the old woman straightened 
up, dabbed her eyes and, though a clatter of loosened dentures 
remarked, “J still got me a daughter with a good man and three 
young ones, and I’ll never again have to cry like I just cried for 
poor Frank? 
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The old woman stood and led Betsy, still marveling at Mrs. 
Nance’s sudden composure, outside into the sunlight. 

Betsy’s own grief raged on while the old woman had already 
pushed hers aside. Maybe that’s what it means to be old, to feel 
and also to forget, to live on and think about just those things that 
won't bring it all back. Lew called it survival, and Betsy had just 
witnessed the instinct in full flower. 

After she walked Frank’s mother home again, she felt a need to 
go to Charlie's apartment. She remembered that hed only recently 
moved. The sudden desire to attend to Charlie’s effects gave her 
new purpose. She dug his new address out of her wallet and 
confirmed the location and number. It was a short distance away. 
The manager might let her in, her being family and all. 

The manager was a retired fellow with the pronounced stoop 
and tremors of Parkinson's disease, and he clearly had little time 
for strangers. 

“Your brother, huh? Well, you can’t go in there.” he said. “Cops 
put a seal on it? 

“But I’m his sister. His closest family.” 

“Let me offer you my condolences.” he said. Those consisted of 
a curt nod and the door shut in her face. 

She turned to go but then changed her mind and tiptoed 
towards the stairs. Two flights up found her in a dark corridor 
where she located a door with the number 307 on it. The sign told 
her it had been sealed by the Seattle Police Department, but the 
seal was broken. The door was ajar. 

She pushed it open further and peered in. It was a studio 
complete with a Murphy bed, which was down and took up most 
of the room. The three other doors would lead to a kitchen, 
bathroom, and closet. 


“Hello, she called and waited a minute. 
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“T said, hello,’ she called louder, stepping into the room. She 
walked past the bed to the double-hung window, which looked 
into a window of another apartment across the light well. An 
oblique rectangle of winter sunlight brightened the wooden floor 
at her feet. Behind her the apartment door shut. She didn't see 
him until she turned. 

The man wearing an old Levi’s coat and dark pants stood at 
the foot of the bed. He thrust his two arms out, his hands 
stretched into the air in front of him, and she felt her throat 
constrict with fear. Then she knew it was something more. For as 
his hands came together the stricture increased, as though he 
were physically choking her. His presence carried a distinct aura 
of malevolence. He seemed eerily familiar to her. Of course he 
was dexwidakeb, but who could this be? She had thought Johnny 
was the last of them. 

Betsy collapsed on her side, unable to breathe. Her head came 
to rest on the dusty parquet floor. She looked up at his face, which 
grimaced as he mouthed some silent litany. His white hair was 
slicked back and coarsely cut, his dark eyes taunted her above an 
aquiline nose. But the fellow’s lips, even while they strained 
against the ancient syllables, were flaccid, his jowls hanging. 

“Holy Mother,’ she prayed in her thoughts. And she wrapped 
her arms about her against the crushing force. “Please, please 
forgive me...” 

“Your prayers won't save you, daughter,” he growled. 

The voice startled her. 

“Father,” she croaked. She looked up at him, trying to match 
the presence before her now with her old memories. The overall 
appearance was right, although he seemed to have aged far 
beyond his years. But the look was wrong, her father’s eyes were 
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always bright and clever—this man’s were cold obsidian, dimmed 
by rancor. 

These focused uneasily upon her. “Yes, little Betsy. Daddy’s 
come home.” He released his hands, the stricture in her throat 
dissipated. 

“You're not my father,” she said calmly. “You are not George 
Canloops.” 

This had a curious effect on him. He began to laugh, and he 
laughed so hard that he sat down on the bed and had to stifle his 
amusement to speak. 

“No, I am George Canloops. The pity is you are not my 
daughter.” His laughter merged with his bitterness into a 
stuttering cackle. He closed his mouth. 

“You are him, aren't you?” His laugh had betrayed his identity. 
This was her father. 

“Why don't you ask Johnny?” The man’s voice was sharp now. 
“That bastard knows more than he should” 

“Where have you been? Mother, she...” 

“Yes, yes. I've been away. Now I’m back, sweet Betsy. And you, 
no welcoming hug for your old man?” His face had softened 
somehow, and now it really did remind her of him of her memory 
of her dad. 

Warily she let him approach and put his arms around her. 
“Where have you been?” she whispered. And why did you just do 
that to me? she wondered. And how? 

“Little daughter. Daddy can be as nice as he can be mean.” 

“Charlie is gone,” she said. 

“Yes, Charlie...” He took a fist full of her hair and yanked her 
head back. She shrieked. 
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He cut this short with a hand across her mouth. “Remember, I 
need not touch you to kill you. Be still and answer all of my 
questions.” 

“You are dexwidakeb, but how?” 

“I said answer my questions. Where is it?” 

“What?” 

“The blanket, what did Charlie do with it?” 

“Blanket?” 

“Have the whites taught you how to lie as well as fuck? I know 
all about your professor friend. Where is it?” He slapped her face 
backhanded, his other hand gripped her hair tighter. He 
threatened to repeat the blow. 

“T don’t know what you mean.” she cried through the sting on 
her cheek. 

“T told him to steal it from the old fool, now where did he hide 
the blanket?” 

“Let me go!” She struggled. “I won't run.” 

He loosened his grip. She stood apart from him. “Remember, 
you wouldn't make the door. Now, sit down on the floor” She did 
as he instructed. 

“Take off your coat, let me see you; he said. 

She shucked her parka. Underneath she was wearing only a 
lightweight flannel shirt. 

“You grew up a beauty, but then you would. You show 
everyone your tits like that?” 

“If you're not my father, why should you care?” 

“Maybe I just like the view” 

“Charlie’s dead,” she blurted. 

“Charlie was never alive. I guess he obeyed me for once and 
didn't tell you about our plans. That’s unfortunate. Little worm 
was going to tell them everything. Who will you tell?” 
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“Tell? What's going on here? Why are you like this? How can 
you treat me...?” 

“But you will tell Johnny. You'll tell him everything. You never 
could keep your mouth shut. I hope you're more discrete with 
your clam.” 

“Please, daddy!” 

“You call me that again and I'll split your clam and good.” He 
grunted. “Kwaskedan lost his stalk, but I still got mine and you're 
about as sweet a potato as I’ve seen in years.” He returned her look 
with a threatening gaze that made her shudder and lower her 
head. “Youd open your legs for dogs and whites. Your mother was 
no different.” 

Betsy decided then that he was mad. This was not her father, 
not in any sense that mattered. And if this thing wanted her body, 
she would make him kill her first. Her resolve gave her enough 
courage to speak again. 

“What about your son? Or do you disclaim him, too?” 

“Charlie was a no good little shitheal...” 

“Tt’s not like he ever had a father,’ she yelled. Only her 
confusion and rage kept her from breaking down completely. 

He stood over her. “You tell your friend Chuckanut Johnny 
I'm back. Tell him I’m watching him. If the old fool so much as 
farts the wrong way I'll have his spirit in my bag. Tell him 
Tsugiglali was right—-Snoquask’s song will soon be forgotten.” 
He backed toward the door. “Tell him you met Old Joe Biggs, 
Captain Amos, Tumbo Sam. He'll know who I am. Bastard always 
knows. Ask him what happened to his shack. That's only the start, 
Snoquask!” 

He shook his fist in the air and then pointed a finger at her. “T 
let you live this time, so you tell him what I said” Then he was out 
the door. 
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Chapter 18 


Sad Clam Saloon 


When he first saw the smoke, Lew thought someone was 
preparing salmon. Then he made the last turn and caught sight of 
the fire. Johnny’s cabin had burned down to its foundation stones. 
The little that was left of the flooring smoldered calmly in the 
rain. 

Lew banked the plane around, checking out the neighboring 
inlets. His boat was not in sight. He turned for Midnight Island. 
Either Johnny got away and would contact him, or they got the 
old man and his boat as well. He over flew the Midnight Island 
Forest Service runway once, checking for any unwanted visitors. 
A boat in the island’s south inlet caught his attention. It was his 
Chris-Craft. 

Lew landed at the mouth of the inlet and taxied up alongside 
his motor cruiser. It would surely simplify his life if Johnny were 
not aboard. Yet he realized a keen hope that the old fellow had not 
been killed. There were several questions unanswered that he 
preferred not to have cycling through his memory for the next 
fifty years. He anchored the Lake Buccaneer and, tossing a painter 
line over the stern of his boat, he hopping over to the stern ladder 
and onto the deck where he secured the line. 

“Johnny?” he called out, ducking down the passageway. 

Johnny sat below at the built-in table, wearing some of Lew’s 
clothes: a red Pendleton wool shirt and a pair of black cotton duck 
pants. His feet were bare. The one that poked out into the aisle 
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looked like a flat slab of bacon, mottled white and dark. The toes, 
padded with calluses, verged on the prehensile. 

“Youd better go away,” Johnny’s eyes came up to find Lew’s, 
but his head sagged toward his arms, crossed in front of him on 
the table. “Go away. Let me warn you, I feel like doing some 
damage today. Heyya, better watch out” 

On the table was a short stick, a piece of limb broken from a 
hooker’s willow, maybe two feet long, not quite an inch in 
diameter. One fuzzy leaf remained attached. The kind of stick you 
might throw for your dog. It rolled a bit with the pitching of the 
craft in the tide. 

Lew sat opposite him. “Know who did it?” he asked, after a 
minute. 

“Yep: Johnny nodded slightly. 

“Can you can describe him?” 

“Same that took Charlie, I expect. Only now I’ve got them.” 

Lew reached out and picked up the stick, holding it near one 
end and pounding it gently against the palm of his other hand. A 
small grin began on Johnny’s face. The stick suddenly bent in 
Lew’s grasp, its free end coming about to point across the table, as 
a compass needle might seek a pole or a fishing rod bend against 
a strike. 

“Drop it,’ Johnny bellowed. 

Lew jerked his hand away. The stick landed on the table, 
twisted itself a quarter turn and lay still, almost precisely where 
Lew had picked it up. 

“Little stick here and me are going to play some catch.” Johnny 
coughed roughly several times. “We're going to catch us some 
little peckerwoods who think they can mess with old Chuckanut 
Johnny. They are going to wish they listened to their mommies. 
After a bit they might even wish they was dead. That’s one 
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comforting thing about siwash. Puts you in a wish-granting 
position?” 

“Siwash?” 

“White boy, I could fill the whole Sound with what you don't 
know. And the rest of my days answering your stupid questions.” 

“So find someone else, old man. I’ve already got two women to 
tell me how much I don't know. If I’m such a bore, how come I 
cant get rid of any of you?” 

“Lucky for you, the tamamus, it doesn’t care much for smarts. 
It wants the heart of a warrior, it needs a mind with the discipline 
to keep its own counsel. As for the women, well, maybe you got 
other parts they like.” 

“You going to answer my question?” 

“Siwash? You might call it magic, black or white, I don't really 
know. Why not red? Like me. Call it red magic. Can be good or 
bad. Depends mostly on the magician—or his mood.” 

“T didn’t come here to talk about magic.” 

“You're in the wrong place then, my friend” 

“This is my boat.” 

“Well it sucks fuel like there’s a hole in the tank, and it steers 
like a pregnant moose swimming in a mud wallow” 

“So get your own boat.” 

“T like this one. I might just keep it.” 

“You like my clothes, too, I see. Anything else I can do?” 

“Well, my own accommodations are a bit difficult right now.” 

“Which brings me back to my original question. Who did 
this?” 

“Little tube worms. They do a hell of a lot of damage to your 
pilings, under water where you dont see it. But they are just little 
worms building little houses. The question is not who or what is 
eating at your dock. The question is: What do you do about it? 
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Could be these little peckerwoods are working for a much bigger 
worm. There are lots of better places for them to burn, if they like 
to see flames. My shack, it was gone in half an hour” 

“Where were you?” 

“Right here. But I felt it go. Plenty of tamamus around that 
shack. I anchored out over here in case the sheriff, or someone I 
don't like who don't like me neither, comes around. Lucky thing, 
too, wouldn't you say?” 

“What do you know about Charlie George?” 

“Ugly as this boat is, it sure is big. Probably bigger than my 
shack.” 

“Even money has it you killed him.” 

“Did I now. Youd think I'd remember that.’ 

“What do you remember?” 

“I remember a blue speedboat with three little braves all 
dressed up like bandits. I remember Charlie looking scared. Then 
I found out why.” 

“Why didn't you tell me this earlier?” 

“Tt never came up.” 

“Larry Cunningham claims Charlie was a drug dealer.” 

“The way I heard it, Charlie was working for the Feds. 
Another reason he should’ve kept a better watch on his own ass. 
That boy had trouble comin’ from every damn direction. As for 
Larry Cunningham, I don't have nothin’ to say to the deputy, 
except ‘stay out of my shadow.” 

“What about trouble from your direction?” 

“Trouble? Hell, no, I liked the boy. Treated him like my son.” 

“Betsy told me you wanted him to become like you.” 

“Like me? What does that mean?” 

“Sumi calls you a shaman. I looked it up. It means you heal by 


the use of primitive spiritualism.” 
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“Doesn't sound too great. You must have an out-of-date 
dictionary.’ 

“You are a doctor, in your own words. All this talk of magic, 
and that thing you did with me and those mushrooms...” 

“Safeway’s finest.” 

Lew looked at him for a minute. The old man was smiling that 
condescending smile he had. “You said they were psychedelic” 

“The mushrooms you ate wouldnt class up a salad, but they 
never came from no cow pie.” 

“But...” 

“How was I supposed to get you to settle down and be serious? 
To you, everything I said was some cartoon. You want to have 
visions? I can make you see snakes the size of trains, or lovely 
ladies beckoning from the glens. I can make your pecker stand up 
and spout or your balls shrivel like old peas. But I don’t need any 
cow-pie power. I don’t use props. Ask anyone.” 

“T don't believe you.” Lew found the fear returning. What had 
he seen? The memories were suddenly clear once again: that 
woman/creature, the fires, the wolves. Or was Johnny recreating 
these visions at this instant. Planting them anew in his mind. 

“Believe me? Who asked you to? Anyhow, you never have. 
That’s the only reason I like you. You're a cynical son of a bitch. 
But you have your own mind. When I do break through to it— 
and I will—Heyya! You'll be ready for the tamamus.” 

“There's a wino in Seattle got himself murdered last night. His 
name was Frank Nance. You know anything about that?” 

“His father was a good man.” 

“And Frank?” 

“Like you say. A wino, a bum, a bag of piss-soaked rags. A 
damn shame is what he is.” 

“Make that ‘was’ So, who killed him?” 
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“Muggers, perverts, choirboys, vigilantes, niggers, chinks, 
doctors, lawyers, Injun chiefs. Any group in particular you care to 
fix the blame on? Or am I the culprit again? What do you want? 
The truth, I suppose?” 

“Try me.” 

“The truth is, you wouldn't know the truth if it slithered up 
your ass.” 

“T get it. You've got a patent on some kind of cosmic wisdom.” 

“Cosmic wisdom?” Johnny clucked, “I kinda like that. “Cosmic 
wisdom it is.” 

“Well, forget it. Just give me an explanation.” 

“You think I'm holding back on you?” 

“You've never done anything but..” 

“Tl bet you're holding something back yourself. No one talks 
about murder, my friend. Murder is the lie we never confess to, a 
fire that draws us close but not near. We dance around it carefully 
in case it spreads our way, but we never turn our backs.” 

“Did Charlie tell you he was looking for Frank Nance?” 

“At last, an honest question. Yes, he did. I told him to find the 
darkest, dankest piss-soaked corner south of First Avenue.” 

“Did he find him?” 

“Yes again, I imagine. After all, you found him, or am I wrong? 
No? That’s two ‘yesses’ in a row. Give the man a cee-gar.” Johnny 
picked up the stick and pretended to light it, puffing furiously. He 
chuckled and set it down on the table. It snapped back into its 
former position. 

“Why do you act like this?” said Lew. 

“Like how?” 

“Like an old fart.” Lew stood and went to the sink, filling the 
coffee pot with water. 
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“Tam an old fart. Older than sin, little one, and when I fart the 
forests wither. Too bad I won't be around much longer. Things are 
looking up” 

“Come on. You seem pretty spry to me.” Lew paused, coffee 
can in one hand. 

“This is true. That's what scares em. They think I’m trouble 
now, just wait till I die.” 

“Make that a spiteful old fart.” 

“Least I've earned my spite.” 

Lew adjusted the flame on the alcohol burner. “I know how 
you do it,” he said. “You play on other people’s emotions. There’s 
nothing so spectacular about that. You're just very good at it. You 
ought to sell real estate, Johnny. Make yourself a fortune.” 

“T don’t need me a fortune.” 

“No?” 

“Not when I got you. Or, do you want your anger back? It’s not 
gone, you know. I only borrowed it. The song of it still exists. If1 
don't get rid of it somewhere, I just have to keep hanging on to it. 
Damn nuisance, really. I can give it back to you now, if you wish, 
or wish it on someone else, if you want. There is no shortage of 
unspoken anger in the world. Be glad to be shed of your share.” 

“Dont you see, that just isn’t possible.” 

“Face it, white boy, you've got yourself fenced in by your 
‘possibilities’ Don't confuse your ignorance with the truth. You 
think you can build a tower of knowledge up to the truth, like the 
truth is only a bigger pile of what you already know. You think 
‘cosmic wisdom’ is something you rig together, a little formula 
you can discover? Fact is you've been surrounded by it all this 
time. You want to find your pecker, look between your legs. But 
don't tell me you're going to find the truth in some book.” 

“Where is your truth?” 
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“My ‘cosmic wisdom?” 

“You say you've got this truth. How come it doesn’t show?” 

“How come you can't see it? That’s a question I’ve wanted to 
ask a white man these many decades. How can you come here and 
not see the beauty of it all? How can you let your ignorance shit 
all over the world like this? Heyya!” Johnny gestured out the 
window. “Coyote, is this the way it’s going to pass?” 

He looked back to Lew, his eyes brimming with tears. “Tell 
me. How is your ignorance stronger than my knowledge? You 
whites, we know you're not human, maybe once, long ago—but 
not now. Humans cannot live without the Power Flow. What are 
you?” His voice shook and his chest heaved in a sudden rage. 
“Who are you to steal our children? Go! Get out. Now, before I...” 
Johnny’s hands flexed involuntarily. 

Lew needed little coaxing. Fear had settled like a bad odor in 
the boat’s cabin. “Bring the boat around to the dock.” he said, 
backing out the hatchway. “Tll meet you up at the station.” 

“Prepare yourself? Johnny yelled hoarsely. 

Lew taxied the plane away from his boat, which was now 
circling about its anchor as if in a whirlpool. As he took off he 
glanced back. The rest of the inlet was glassy aquamarine under 
the brilliant winter sun. 

S$s 

“You called me here so now you talk to me,’ Betsy shouted 
over the roar of the inboards. Johnny stood behind the wheel of 
Lew’s big Chris-Craft. He steered them away from the ferry 
landing dock and paid her no heed. “You knew about him all this 
time,” she continued, “Like he says, you know too much. 
Goddamn you, you could have told me” 

“T cannot tell you still. It is something you must discover.” 
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“Where is my father? That, that...thing can't be him. You tell 
me now or I'll take Lew away from you. He loves me, you saw to 
that. But I can ruin your game with him.” 

“Then you will never know your true father.” 

Betsy walked back to the stern, watched the ferry landing 
recede in their wake. “You think you're very clever. Don't you?” 
she spoke again, when they had made the turn around the tip of 
Whidbey Island. “You've got all these whites thinking your some 
kind of wizard. But they know nothing about what you're really 
doing. If they did, they would despise you as much as your own 
people do.” 

“Young women should try to be pleasant,” he mumbled, not 
looking at her. “If you cannot make this effort, at least try to be 
silent.” 

“You can't possibly imagine that Lew will acquire the right to 
have access to the tamamus. He is one of them...” 

“And you? Are you not one of them now?” 

“What if 1 am? You don’t see me hungering for your power. 
Yes, I know you have powers, but they’re small and mean.” 

“If they are small, it is because the truth is weakened. If they 
are mean, it is because the Way is narrow. Heyya, Coyote where 
are you now?” Johnny whistled to the north wind, testing the 
echo for the song of the other. 

“Listen to you,’ she chided him, “You sound like a Hollywood 
Apache. Well, save your homilies for the whites, Johnny. I'm not 
listening.” 

“You are not listening and you refuse to see. Look what they 
have done to you.” 

“T know peace in my soul. Can you grant me that, 
dexwidakeb?” 
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“You have learned the lulling innocence of the ignorant. Don't 
confuse that with peace. It is the peace of the fowl under the 
killing hood” 

“Dont ask me to help you,” she whispered. 

“Who's asking?” He reached into his kit and pulled out a pinch 
of wild tobacco, which he chewed slowly. The craft bucked and 
slapped against the incoming tide. 

Betsy contemplated the passing shoreline. Traveling into the 
San Juans always gave her the feeling of going nowhere. Wherever 
they docked there would be the same little marina, floating at the 
edge of an equivalent rustic village, peopled by similar sedentary 
islanders in their identical board-and-batten cedar cottages. And 
all the white people looked at her in the same condescending 
fashion, as though she had just escaped from somewhere. Am I 
really one of them? She wondered. They don’t think so. Not even 
Benny, she reflected bitterly. 

Benny, who taught her section in freshman anthropology, and 
who had reveled and later rutted, she still blushed to remember, 
in her Lamishness. Professor Benjamin Klein had provided the 
intellectual catalyst that finally stripped her of this artifact, as 
inevitably as he would her clothing, and then her shame. 

“I don't know what I am,” she confessed out loud. 

“At least you know what you're not. These poor whites never 
knew...” 

“Poor whites? Listen to you...” 

“Lew will be the first, I believe. After him...who the hell 
knows? I wort be here. That’s for sure.” 

“You say you've seen your death, old one. If your vision is so 
strong, why does it insist on leading you into this foolishness?” 
she shouted. 
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“You'll kill him,” Her voice quavered, “like all the others. He 
told me, my father did, all about the ones you took off into the 
forest.” She thought of the ones who never came back. And now 
Johnny meant to do this to Lew. 

“Come and sit beside me. Your man will not fail, I think. Not 
unless the other catches him before he’s ready. You are right, that 
one is not your father. He never was.” 

“Who is he? He said youd know. He called himself Old Joe 
Biggs, Captain Amos, and Tumbo Sam. These are all old names, 
people the elders used to talk about. What do they mean to you?” 

“Quiet! Speak no names. The other is searching. I can hear 
him? 

Betsy moved up to the seat across from Johnny. “What's going 
on, Grandfather? Why must you scare me so?” 

“Tam led by the vision. Don't imagine I command it. This 
leads me on a path into strange lands. And what I must do now is 
as strange, yes, and ugly, as you know it to be. There is one way to 
save the tamamus.” 

“The Power Flow.” 

“This time I will not fail.” 

“Johnny...” 

“Be quiet, Betsy. Let me speak now.’ He held up his hand. It 
quaked and shivered, fluttering in the air like a swallow, and he 
withdrew it quickly. Betsy saw him briefly as he truly was: old 
beyond his considerable years, no longer robust, but fragile as a 
dried leaf. 

“There was a day, a few weeks back,” said he, “I was watching 
Lew. No, I was testing him for his awareness of the tamamus.’ He 
shook his head, trembling. “The white, as usual, showed no sign 
of a spirit, not a single flash of knowing. And then she appeared.” 

“She?” 
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“The Oriental. I had discovered her ability earlier. I had 
assumed she was, like yourself, syokwo: one who sees. Then 
something astonishing happened. Something that changed this 
entire qweykwa. I had assumed the form of one of my guardians. I 
was approaching the white when she saw me. At that instant, she 
felt the fear I had meant for him. Then it happened...” 

His eyes fell upon her, and Betsy could feel the cold clear rush 
of a truth discovered. 

“Tt was she who transmitted this fear into him. In that instant, 
she did what no dexwidakeb had ever done—she broke through 
the ignorance of the white.” He shook his head. “In his sudden 
panic, the white almost killed her, but I hurled her out of the path 
of his bullet. That would have been a real tragedy. Coyote! To have 
found the truth and lost it in one instant. From that moment, I 
had merely to discover a way to bring him to me in a manner that 
would open his spirit to my wishes.” 

“Why bother with him, when she has what you are after?” 

“Betsy, you are clever for one so young. Think about her for a 
minute. What does she need?” 

“She's like the rest—I’ve seen many of them—they seek only 
the thrill of believing they are better than their kind” 

“Dont let your jealousy cloud your vision. Think!” 

“All right!” She settled back and let her eyes drift across the 
wave tops. Was she jealous about the woman and Lew, or was she 
really angry because Johnny seemed so interested in Sumi? She 
saw how he pretended to scorn her, but she knew him better. 

After a moment she spoke. “Sumi is torn between wanting 
your knowledge and needing her own strength. She would never 
surrender to you, or to any man. She is, like me, hardened by the 
whims of those who have loved us—and then betrayed us.” 
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“Yes, you are very much sisters, you two. And you are right. 
Like you, she will not surrender. You open your clam for a man...” 

“Johnny!” 

“Be still, little one. You give him your body, and still you keep 
your spirit to yourself” 

“My spirit belongs to Jesus.” 

“You say you are wedded to this lord of yours in spirit. How 
can you let others have your body?” 

“My body is my own?” 

“Coyote! How have we brought up our pups to say such 
things.” 

“You're one to talk, anyhow. You claim to uphold the ancient 
ways and then you up and offer them to a white. You wouldn't do 
that, not you, Snoquask. Not the old White Dancer.” 

“How much did your father tell you?” 

“Tell me who he is. I can’t live like this, not knowing.” 

“Dont ask me who he is, ask yourself who he isn’t. Find your 
father and you will find the knowledge that will give you peace.” 

He broke out into a song, then he paused. “Let me tell you 
something about the ancient ways. We have found ourselves in a 
new world. The old ways, even they’ve got to change.” He picked 
up on the song again. 

Betsy caught few of the words. The melody triggered 
memories of the winter gatherings, when she would sneak out of 
bed and stand outside the lodge to listen as the old ones sang. 
Then Johnny stopped. 

“I have sung about the mountain lion. Do you know this 
song?” 

She shook her head. It was one of a number of songs she could 
remember hearing, but never knew the meanings of the words. 


Snoquask 236 


That was the problem with her childhood—it was filled with 
images that made no sense to her. 

“A while back Coyote was walking. He came to a village where 
people lived. He found them trembling in fear and anger, for a 
marauding mountain lion was eating their goats. No one, it 
seemed, could kill this beast. They asked Coyote for his advice 
and he told them of an ancient ceremony which, if performed 
correctly, would ensure success in the hunt: The milk of a virgin 
must be gathered in a sealed basket and placed on the threshold 
of the headman’s lodge, where it shall remain, undisturbed, for 
three entire nights. After this, arrows dipped in the milk would 
surely kill the mountain lion. The ceremony was performed many 
times, but every time, at the dawn of the third morning, the 
basket would be found empty. So, the ceremony would need to 
start again, and still the goats died. The son of the headman 
believed it was Coyote who disturbed the sacramental milk; for 
only Coyote knew the way to get milk from a virgin, and always 
was the virgin despoiled in this process...” 

“Is this another ‘Coyote gets laid’ story?” 

“Silence! Now the son of the headman, risking his very spirit, 
stayed awake during the sacred time of the third night. What do 
you think he saw?” 

“You got me, Johnny. What did they see?” 

“The mountain lion would sneak into the village and drink the 
sacred milk” 

“How clever of the cat. What did the villagers do?” 

“The son told his father what he had seen. They went to 
Coyote. Coyote thought about this for many days. Finally he 
called them all and told them his decision. A new ritual was 
announced: The milk from the virgin must be set out for two 


nights undisturbed. So Coyote commanded. On the third night 
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the mountain lion must come and drink this milk. Only then will 
the ceremony be complete, and the mountain lion prepared for 
the hunt.” He looked over at her. “Do you see the qweykwa in 
this?” 

“T think so” She thought for a minute. “Only I have a hard 
time envisioning you as a virgin.” 

“And yet the whites must drink of my knowledge. Yes, but the 
qweykwa lies in Coyote’s decision. He knew the old ways got to 
change.” 

“Your story ended with the mountain lion dead. What you are 
doing is handing the mountain lion all the goats. What good are 
the old ways when they are used against you?” 

“You have not understood at all. It is a sadness.” 

SS§ 

The Cap’n Puget Inn occupied one of the original buildings in 
Friday Harbor. At first it was a sailmaker’s warehouse, standing on 
the steep bank of the shore. Statehood and later the Alaska gold 
rush swelled the population of the Harbor to the point where, in 
1900, the town sorely needed a hotel. 

Sail making was quickly losing out as steamships took over on 
the Sound. So the owner of the warehouse gladly sold it to a 
consortium of locals who converted it to a hotel and saloon. Prior 
to this, sailors and fishermen stayed mainly to their boats, or 
came ashore to frequent the back-alley tent-frame bordellos and 
the Sad Clam Saloon, a shanty the madam ran at the terminus of a 
muddy pleasure lane. Others visiting the Harbor stayed with 
friends or family on shore. Strangers were not all that welcome 
anyhow. 

They named the new establishment “The Grand Hotel,” 
hoping to establish its proper stature by fiat. A broad veranda was 
added facing the harbor, and metalled ceilings and a bar of 
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whittled oak were installed. Above, in the old sail loft, the only 
things that fluttered were the soiled petticoats of the same tired 
whores, offering the same tired pleasures in somewhat drier 
surroundings. 

During the second term of Coolidge, the Grand Hotel traded 
its tawdry prosperity for respectability, booted the ladies out, and 
promptly went broke—not even waiting for the Great Depression. 
Vagrants roosted in the decaying brick building until 1960 when 
it was sold in the estate of the last of its owners. Nearly 
demolished due to the increasing value of used brick, the city 
rescued it and found a taker who would renovate the structure. 
Now it was a most pleasant inn, offering a small tavern, a daily 
menu, and nine rooms, four with bath. 

Tonight it was nearly empty. Lew nursed a beer and wondered 
about the radio message that brought him here from Midnight 
Island. Sumi had called to say he had to meet her here for the 
most urgent business, something she didn’t want to talk about on 
the radio. He had waited a couple hours at the station for Johnny 
before hiking over to the South Inlet to find his boat gone and 
Johnny with it. So he figured the old man had gotten himself into 
trouble again. This time it would be damned difficult to keep out 
of it. 

“By me a drink, sailor?” 

“Sumi?” He turned to find her standing beside the bar, her 
Nor’wester still dripping. 

“T had to anchor out on a buoy; I brought in the dinghy,” She 
took off the hat, shaking out her hair. “With the chop, I might just 
as well have swum it. Let’s get us a table and something hot. ’m 
chilled to the core.” 

She ordered up a Cap'n Puget toddy, and gulped at it greedily 
when it arrived. “Where’ve you been, anyway?” she asked. 
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“Yesterday the news was full of Charlie's murder. At first they were 
talking about a heroin ring, some kind of underworld execution. 
Then reports of torture started leaking and I heard Larry on the 
radio blathering about some ritual slaying, and he even 
mentioning Johnny by name. The way he was talking, it was like 
Johnny was some renegade Satan worshipper. What with Johnny’s 
past activities I was worried that someone might take a pot shot at 
him? 

“Well, someone doesn't like him.” Lew described finding the 
remains of Johnny’s shack. 

“Good thing you loaned him your boat.” 

“Yeah, right.” 

“But it’s all okay now. The time of death gives Johnny a perfect 
alibi” 

“No such thing, they say.” 

“Listen to this, Johnny was right here in Friday Harbor at the 
time.” 

“People get killed in stranger places.” He considered 
mentioning Frank Nance and decided it would keep. 

“Not in the jailhouse,” she grinned. “They had Johnny locked 
up at the time when Charlie died. The Deputy had to come out to 
say Johnny was no longer a suspect.” 

“The hell you say!” 

“Haven't you noticed the way Johnny seems to know what's 
going to happen, and how to make it all work out?” 

“All work out?’ Hey! Remember me? I had to pull your mighty 
wizard’s sorry butt out of the Sound” 

“That’s what I mean. You were there when he needed you.” 

“Why didn't he just stay off his boat, if he knew what would 
happen in advance?” 
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“T think he knows when something important will come from 
tragedy. If you avoid the danger, you also miss the reward.” 

She looked past him and continued. “You don’t know how 
long it’s been that I've looked for someone who can act with 
meaning, who can watch as the tide swirls up around their legs 
and see the jewels it will leave behind” 

“Or the sharks. ..” 

“Yes, the sharks, too. The purpose is the knowing, you see. 
And the knowing...well, the knowing only comes when you can 
act with authority. It thrills me just to watch him. Only...” She 
shivered and clutched at the mug in her hands. “Besides, the 
Coast Salish had maybe the most advanced culture in the world a 
thousand years ago.” 

“You're not seriously suggesting they had anything over the 
Greeks, or the Romans, or European civilization. Come on. Look 
at ‘em. Where's the music, the literature, the monuments? They 
didn’t produce a damn thing” 

“That’s where you're wrong. The quality of their day-to-day 
existence, the collective intelligence with which they viewed the 
cosmos: in terms of everyday philosophizing, Id compare them 
favorably with any other civilization” 

“Then they sure hid it well” 

“Maybe no one’s bothered to look. Do you realize that they 
actually recreated their entire social and physical universe every 
other generation? No Lamish child was ever separated from the 
primordial act itself. Their lives were filled with creation. They 
lived the eternal return of everything. While Nietsche was 
amazing his contemporaries with this notion, the Lamish had 
lived it for hundreds of generations. What you see today is 
nothing like what they were. It’s all lost now.” 
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“Wait, I can see your lips moving, but I don't know who you 
are talking to and what you're trying to say.’ 

“Everything returns. Nietsche, the German philosopher said 
this. The Lamish live this.” 

“You're just spooking yourself, Sumi. It’s probably all that 
brown rice you eat, or the sprouts. Gives you organic nightmares.” 

But Sumi’s argument had slipped straight through Lew’s 
conceptual defenses. It slit his swag of easy prejudices, and these 
tumbled out in front of him: Indians were lazy bums who ought 
to feel lucky the whites came along to rescue them from their 
ignorance and their primitive notions, but they choose to live on 
welfare. Everybody knew that, why not Sumi? 

“My dreams were so...” Sumi shook her head, pressing her 
hands to her face, looking out the window into the dark night. 
Lew watched her. 

She was sitting across the table from him, her supple legs 
jutting into the aisle, casually filling a pair of old Levi's and ending 
in an equally ancient pair of Raichle climbing boots, one crossed 
over the other. Leaning back in her chair, she crossed her arms 
below her breasts, and her hands played with her biceps under the 
soft chamois shirt. Her black hair was pulled back into a ponytail, 
and her sharp brown eyes challenged him with one glance and 
mocked him with the next. 

Lew took a healthy drink and then another quick one, setting 
the empty schooner on the table. All he ever wanted was a job 
that didn’t drive him to drink, a woman that might, and enough 
cash to keep it all flowing. Sumi’s talk of the accomplishments of 
Lamish culture awoke an uneasy urgency in him. It gave all of 
Betsy’s grandiose ideas a new life in his mind, and it brought up 
the possibility that Johnny might really have some kind of weird 
ability. 
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Johnny! Where was he? Chances were she had called him here 
to tell him something else had happened to the old buzzard. 

“What’s so urgent I have to drop everything and meet you 
here?” he asked. 

“Meet me? It was you who called me.” 

“T never called anyone” 

“Tm glad you both could make it.” The voice behind them was 
a familiar one. “Old Johnny’s got a surprise for all of you.” 


Snoquask 243 


Chapter 19 


Hamatsa 


“Johnny!” 

Sumi went and wrapped her arms around him, bussed him on 
the cheek. He pushed her gently away, and mumbled gruffly— 
through a smile. 

Betsy appeared at the door, walked past them, and came up to 
Lew. Smiling, she planted a lingering kiss on his lips. 

“Be on your guard,’ Betsy whispered. “Johnny’s up to 
something tonight.” 

Then louder, “Johnny’s gotten inside my head, too. My 
message was to grab the bus up to the Keystone Landing on 
Whidbey, where hed pick me up. He said he had some explaining 
to do. I couldn't argue with that. Looks like he wanted us all to 
hear whatever he has to say.” 

“True enough. I wanted to tell Betsy, and the rest of you...” 
Johnny settled into the padded captain's chair. “...that I feel, well, 
responsible for her brother’s death. After all, they took him off my 
boat, and they used my knife” 

“But Johnny, didn’t anyone tell you,’ Sumi cut in. “Charlie 
wasnt killed with a knife. It was in the afternoon Islander.” 

Betsy clutched at Lew’s arm. 

“The autopsy showed that Charlie died of strangulation.” 

“What?” Lew found the fear again, peeking out from the near 


edge of an unwelcome coincidence. 


Snoquask 244 


“You killed him, Snoquask.” Betsy said, “You or someone like 
you.” 

“Why don't you lighten up?” said Sumi. 

“And why don’t you go back to your guru, sweetie...” Betsy’s 
arm was wrapped around Lew’s waist, her eyes remained on 
Johnny. 

“You would see the truth, Syokwo, Johnny said to Betsy. “But 
first you must return to the tamamus.” 

“You'll never get me back, old man.” 

“T have you already.” 

“Lew. She ignored Johnny’s stare. “Remember what Frank 
said about old Willy? Well, I spoke with his aunt” 

Frank’s aunt was at her sister’s house in West Seattle when 
Betsy arrived. Normally, she might not have said a word to Betsy 
about Weahtli, but today she seemed eager to talk. Discussing an 
old tragedy was far easier than confronting her sister’s fresh 
anguish. She went on at length, as though glad to share in the 
burden of such an unpleasant history. 

“Weahtli’s story was quite a scandal, which is why mom never 
tell me. You see, Weahtli, he married the prettiest girl in the 
village, and then he took a job working on the tugs operating out 
of Everett. His new boss had an eye on Weahtli’s wife. So what 
happens is one day Wheatli doesn’t come back. The story the boat 
captain told is that he fell overboard out at sea. The white man’s 
passion was so strong that he kidnapped her, stole her away to 
Orcas, where he married her against her will and also against the 
wishes of his own family.” 

“She must have been some beauty,’ said Lew. 

“She was the most perfect of all women,” Johnny agreed. 

“You knew her?” 
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“Before her shame she was called Skeena, and she could make 
the dawn jealous. Her husband’s boss killed Weahtli to take her 
away. But he didn’t need to kidnap her body, for he had already 
stolen her heart. That is why she has no name today, although she 
did right in the end and killed herself” 

“So, a woman can't be passionate?” said Sumi. 

“And where was her husband, when this white buck started 
coming around?” Betsy added. “Why is he so blameless?” 

“Men always blame the wife,’ echoed Sumi. 

“Listen to them,” said Johnny. “Makes me glad I am old. You'll 
be lucky to keep your pecker, little one.” 

“So this white guy took her away.’ said Sumi, “What then?” 

“Tve said too much.” Johnny leaned back and closed his eyes. 

Betsy took up the story again, “She was kept a virtual prisoner; 
he wouldn't let her off Orcas. Then she had his child. I guess her 
bad luck was just beginning. Her white husband died in some 
kind of nautical accident. The whites called it bad luck and Willy’s 
family called it good riddance, but some of them wondered if 
Willy’s spirit hadn’t come back for revenge, or Willy himself. After 
that, the dead man’s family booted her off the island, but they kept 
her child. She moved to Vancouver Island where she was later 
remarried, this time to a Kwakwaka'wakw cast-off named 
Hamatsa, who, they say, put some kind of spell on her. The 
marriage was a bad one and she grew despondent and then killed 
herself? 

“And this fellow Hamatsa?” asked Lew. 

“Hamatsa?” Johnny opened his eyes. “Heyya, there’s a bad 
character for you. Very powerful tamamus. Very poor manners, 
though. Liked to eat people, even the bad parts.” 

“Bad parts?” said Lew. 
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“Some parts’ll kill you, like hands and feet. Hamatsa, he 
enjoyed showing off. They say he ate the son of a provincial 
governor. Young fellow wandered into the forest. They found what 
was left of him. Hamatsa, he claimed it was a grizzly. Me, I don't 
think even Hamatsa would eat a white. I tell you, he made great 
mischief for his people before they got the sheriff to exile him 
from Vancouver Island.” 

“Bad parts?” Lew grinned, looking across at Betsy and Sumi. 

“Johnny’s pulling your leg. It's just a story,” Betsy said, 
“something my ancestors used to tell the whites to keep them 
away from our ceremonies.” 

“There isn't any real evidence of cannibalism among the Puget 
Salish.” Sumi added. 

“Evidence?” Johnny chuckled. “You listen to Johnny, don’t go 
looking for Hamatsa. You won't like what you find.” 

“Then he’s still alive?” said Betsy. 

“Hamatsa is only one of his names. He is Old Joe Biggs, 
Captain Amos, Tumbo Sam. In the Way he is called Laxkiku.” 

“Laxkiku!” Betsy whispered. Then this was what her father 
had become. 

“Even she has heard this Name.” 

“Anyhow, what's all this got to do with Charlie’s death?” asked 
Lew. “This all happened decades ago.” 

“The qweykwa knows no past, no future. This qweykwa is old, 
older than even Woodpecker I would guess, and not yet fulfilled” 

Johnny looked grim. “The moment's coming.” 

Their barmaid announced that the dining room was open. The 
tavern emptied in that direction. They rose, Johnny caught at 
Lew’s sleeve. 

“We'll be in shortly,” he said to Sumi and Betsy. “Why don't 
you two find something you can talk about.” 
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“Without declaring war,’ Lew added. Betsy followed Sumi 
through the door. 

“When did you last eat?” Johnny asked. 

“Not since breakfast. ’m famished.” 

“Good. You will need your hunger. Go down to your boat, I 
left it at the dock. Wait for me...” 

“But...” 

“Just listen. There are very few days left for me to show you 
what you will need to know. If you fight me you will die...very 
soon, I am afraid. With my help you might yet live through this 
night.” 

“Listen, Johnny, I feel all right now. I don’t want to fight you, 
hell, I saved your life...” 

“That so? I seem to remember you tried to stab me, too. Lucky 
thing I stopped you. But then that’s when I stole your song. You 
don't understand, little one—you belong to me now. I could crush 
your spirit on a whim. Do you have any idea what kind of death 
that is? Your priests talk about hell. I tell you this one instant 
would make you pray for an eternity in hell.” 

The old one’s arrogance sparked Lew’s anger. “Look around, 
old man, you don't belong anymore. What you offer, no one 
wants. You can’t compete. Johnny, you've been replaced by a video 
games and reality TV. Folks don't care about your magic, they've 
seen it all on HBO” 

“You're right, all my younger brothers have left the Way. The 
only power they seek is heyda, stinking money. But you, you're 
the one, the warrior. You I can train to protect the black tamamus. 
And I don't blame you for trying to kill me down there. Hell, I 
respect your warrior spirit—dont try it again, though; I’m not 
always so forgiving.” 
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“Warrior? You don’t even know me. I’m just an ordinary guy. 
Look at my high school record—I was too short for basketball, 
too skinny for football. I never acted in plays, sang in the choir, 
played an instrument. Once, I just missed getting on the honor 
roll, otherwise my teachers didn't notice me any more than the 
cheerleaders did, and they never looked at me twice. I never got 
laid until I went to college, not the university, either, but 
community college. I didn't take the prerequisites, I thought you 
just had to graduate. They had me taking wood shop so I could 
work at the mill like my old man. I went to Kuwait, sure, but only 
because I wasn't clever enough to get out of it. And if the bullet 
that wanted my heart hadn't gone through just enough aluminum 
and plexiglass, [d be a name on a cross in D. C. today. I spent five 
months in the hospital. It took eight operations to put whatever I 
still got back together. You don’t know me, Johnny. So don't call 
me a warrior. I don't qualify.” 

“You think next time I should ask for letters of 
recommendation?” 

“T think you've been had” 

Johnny sat back down. “All right, little one, we talk serious 
now. I keep forgetting how you whites need so much yakkity-yak. 
I keep hoping you'll stop talking long enough to See something 
for once. Betsy, she thought I was a damn fool bringing a white 
into the Quest. I had to make her see that you could live through 
it. That’s why I brought her along. She needs to see for herself. 
Heyya, and we need her to See the true path to this qweykwa. I 
told her you had a fine body, a strong will, and a warrior’s quick 
mind.” 

He looked into Lew’s eyes. “I lied to her. I know you better 
than that—better than you say I do. I’ve touched your song. Oh, 
sure, you got all these things—but they’re of little use when your 


Snoquask 249 


song is weak. You whites are so far from the Power Flow. There 
might be a fine song within you somewhere, little one. You must 
find this if you are to survive the coming ordeal. You want me to 
talk about the tamamus that leads to the Way. But I can't do that. 
You see, it’s here and here and here.” He reached over and 
thumped Lew’s belly, chest and forehead with his finger tip. 
“That's the pity, little one. We all got it. But so few of us ever finds 
the Power Flow.’ 

“The Power Flow?” 

“The Power Flow is Coyote’s game. He preserves the tamamus 
and keeps it from those who are unworthy.” 

“This Coyote, wasn't he some kind of devil?” Lew tried to 
recall what Betsy had told him. 

“So now you want to teach me about Coyote? Thank you so 
much.” Johnny grinned, and this grin slid into a frown. “Heyya, 
where do you get your information? Comic books? Or has Betsy 
been filling your head with her ignorance.” 

“She says we're not human anymore, not where it counts.” 

“Shit, everyone knows that. Ask Beaver or Frog. Even Raven 
would tell you that. If Betsy were smart, shed listen to of 
Johnny...” 

“Beaver? Frog? Are these guardians of yours? Just what is a 
guardian, anyhow?” Ask the Beaver. Jesus, might as well talk to 
Mr. Ed while we're at it. For a minute there Lew had almost found 
himself listening to the old man. 

“Betsy’s frightened of the power of Coyote.” Johnny continued. 
“They're all scared. Even The Clan” Johnny looked around the 
tavern. No one returned his glance. He felt at once relieved not to 
sense another active spirit in the room, completely isolated here 
among all these whites. Even Lew, whose spirit was showing its 
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first signs of awakening, had not achieved to ability to leap from 
his words to the meanings beyond their surface. 

“Coyote, Lew. Coyote came to bring order, to stop the chaos. 
And we must bring him back if the people are to escape...” His 
voice trailed. 

“Escape?” 

“The end of the tamamus, the victory of ignorance.” 

“T’ve heard this before. Let me guess: everything was in 
harmony before us whites came. The fish jumped into the boats, 
all the women were beautiful and willing, it only rained at night, 
and no one ever got sick. If what we brought was so damn 
inferior, how come we're not all sitting in a cedar lodge right now 
sucking on a fatty piece of salmon?” 

“Dont rile me, little one. I'll shit your song down the crapper 
and find myself another white.” 

“You've got Sumi almost begging you to take her on, and 
Betsy, she thinks you can walk on water, so why me? Or aren't 
women allowed.” 

“Not allowed? You remember this: no matter how big and 
mean your eel is, in the end it gets swallowed by the clam.” 

“What?” 

“Perhaps I should give you something. Usually the apprentice 
brings gifts to his teacher, but maybe in your case I should do 
something for you. What can I give you?” 

“Give me back this last week, and I'll remember not to save 
your ass next time.” 

“Heyya! Good answer, little one. I think maybe I'll give you 
another lesson in humility’ Johnny leaned back and thought for a 
moment. “You're not going to like this one.” 

“Wait! Don't...!” 
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The old man leaned forward suddenly and gripped Lew’s 
throat. Bone-hard fingers seemed to penetrate into the base of his 
skull. A sizzling pain grew to a jolting throb, Lew’s vision blurred. 
Johnny let go and the pain subsided. Lew cursed and his tongue 
twisted in his mouth, from which a yelping grunt issued. 

“Goddammit Johnny,’ Lew meant to say, but the words came 
out as a throttled snort. He put his hand to his lips. 
“Finousslyrup...” he hissed. 

Across the table, Johnny was talking, but the words were 
jumbled: a quacking bleat followed by a series of sucking gobbles. 

Lew opened his mouth to tell the old guy to stop playing 
around. “Glimylwruptiblaxilug,’ came out before he clamped it 
shut. 

Jesus, he thought, the old dude has me speaking in tongues. 
Swiftly, a great confusion worked its way through his thoughts, a 
ravaging mental anomie. His ideas were increasingly incoherent 
and he became acutely aware of the tactile senses; his hands 
resting on the cool smooth table top, the clothing pressing against 
his body. 

Something primitive in his mind sensed the sudden loss of 
cognitive order and sent a last desperate message to his larynx, 
but the sentences he meant to say split into unrecognizable noises 
before he could utter them. He opened his mouth again—this 
time to scream. Johnny covered it with his hand while his other 
one went to Lew’s throat. The pain returned. 

“Jesus, it hurts!” he shouted. 

This drew the attention of the bartender, who pointed at the 
door and shouted. “You two want to have an argument, go 
outside.” 

“Toothache,” said Johnny loudly. “My friend is in agony.” 


Snoquask 252 


The bartender set the shot of amber liquid in front of Lew and 
nodded sympathetically. “Finest thing for a bad tooth.” 

Johnny waved him away. Lew reached for the glass but Johnny 
was quicker. He grabbed the drink and set it back on the counter, 
away from Lew. 

“Nothing but stream water for you, little one.” 

“You're a pain, all right. A pain in the ass,” Lew grumbled. At 
least his voice was true again. 

“T said you wouldn't like it.” 

“I said you wouldnt like it” Lew mimicked Johnny’s voice. 
“But you sure didn’t wait for me to have an opinion about it.” 

“No harm done. Let’s see what you learned” 

Lew stared at him a moment as the remaining pain subsided. 
“You... you took my voice away.” 

“Humph! A bad cold could do as much. I stole your ability to 
use language.” 

“What...?” 

“T wanted you to know the loss of something intimate, some 
skill you take for granted, something of your essence. For just one 
minute you lost the power of speech.” 

“And so did you. You weren't making any sense.” 

“Your mind could not assemble the meaning of my words any 
more than it could create meaning in your thoughts. Language 
orders even our thinking. Only the tamamus is beyond this, but 
you have no sense of that. Imagine, if you can, a language beyond 
what you know, a tongue with such beauty and power that it 
created mountains and filled the rivers with salmon. Think about 
the ability to use this language, and what it would mean to you. 
Just because you've lost this, that doesn’t mean that it’s no longer 


part of you.” 
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“When you lost your ability to speak, just now, you also began 
to forget that you ever had this power. In another five minutes, 
you would not have remembered what speech was like, because 
your mind would not be able to assemble the idea of language. 
Would you now choose to stay that way? Who would? And yet, if 
you had never had that ability, the loss would seem remote.” 

“As I said, only by finding the tamamus can you be complete. 
But how can I describe that which you must realize for yourself, 
anymore than I can describe what language is to someone who 
has never known this ability? When I took away your language, 
how long did it take for you to notice it was gone? Two seconds, 
five? When its absence had become your reality—you would no 
longer remember that you once spoke. If I left you that way you 
would be much less human than you were before. We all like to 
listen to ourselves talk. Especially you whites.” 

“Dont ever do that again,” Lew grumbled. He fought to regain 
control of his thoughts. Remnants of the momentary mental 
entropy still blocked his reason. But he saw that Johnny was right. 
He had actually begun to forget that he even could speak, and the 
sensation had only lasted a minute or so. Was the continuity of 
thought so fragile? 

“T couldn't begin to think...” he reflected aloud. 

Johnny’s demonstration had been far more successful than the 
old one realized. Ten minutes ago Lew could have fended off any 
argument Johnny might have presented. Now, the memory of this 
experience had awakened a hunger that must have lain dormant 
in a deep pool in his psyche: somewhere he still had a vestigial 
memory, perhaps, of the genetic potential his ancestors had not 
experienced for several thousand years. Still, his mind fought to 
control this new hunger, and it managed, at least temporarily, to 
corral this into an expanded sense of curiosity. Lew did not know 
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that his was the very same curiosity, fed by the same undeniable 
hunger, that had driven philosophers and fanatics for uncountable 
generations. He only knew that whatever the old man was selling, 
he was now ready to buy. 

“Tt is the awful truth of us all, little one, to be separated from 
the best within us,” Johnny continued. “Only the Quest brings one 
near to the Power Flow, and tonight you begin your own Quest” 
He led Lew to the porch and pointed up at the sky. Thin clouds 
filtered past the half moon. As if by cue a dark shape flew in front 
of it. Hulking and black, a giant bird. The raven. 

“Tonight you must sing your Power.” 
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Chapter 20 


Heart of a Hummingbird 


It was pushing midnight when Lew heard steps coming down the 
wooden gangway. Johnny hopped on board and threw open the 
hatch. 

“Help me cast off” Johnny commanded, “then get back below 
and stay there.” He started the inboard engine while Lew managed 
the lines. Reluctantly, Lew returned to the cabin. 

“Where are we going?” he shouted up to the bridge, but 
Johnny either ignored him or wasn't listening. 

They made way out of the harbor, heading north up the San 
Juan Channel. Despite his dreadful anticipation, a grave urgency 
for sleep overcame Lew. He dropped off on the bunk; but woke 
with a start when Johnny cut the engines. The old man was 
forward, dumping the anchor, when he came topside. 

They had moored along a rocky coastline, above the high 
water line the forest stretched unbroken. Johnny ordered him to 
unhitch the dinghy from the stern. In the darkness Lew rowed 
them to shore. Once he tried to raise a question. The shaman 
shook his head. They beached the dinghy in a small cove. It being 
low tide, Lew pulled the boat well up on shore and secured it to a 
nearby willow. 

Johnny moved quickly into the forest, motioning him to 
follow. In the darkness Lew could not be sure at first whether the 
old fellow was taking some predetermined path or merely 
wandering about. Beneath the canopy of evergreens, black forms 
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huddled together in a sylvan jumble. The forest seemed otherwise 
deserted; normal small animal noises were curiously absent, as 
though nothing could live in this place. The moonlight played 
uncertainly in the glades, and Lew crashed through an opaque 
silence. Sometimes Johnny would stop and gaze about, grim- 
faced, holding his body taut. 

Once Lew tripped over a fallen log submerged in moss; the old 
one grumbled at him disdainfully. Lew cursed himself, and then 
cursed Johnny, thinking of Betsy asleep back at the inn, 
remembering the reckless embrace of her arms and her thighs. He 
stumbled into a thicket of nettles and tore them away without 
regard for their virulent stings. His reason demanded of him that 
he determine which of the hundred or so possible islands they 
were on—an unmet want, as Johnny was careful about keeping 
this a secret. In fact, the whole adventure seemed planned to keep 
Lew off balance. His belly ached with hunger and fear. Fear, his 
new companion, stayed close. Whatever island this is, Lew 
realized, we seem to be looking for the heart of the place. Indeed, 
they were gaining altitude now, moving through old, first-growth 
firs. 

Volcanic boulders big as autos poked out of the underbrush. 
Johnny stopped to inspect several of these. They moved from rock 
to rock looking for something Lew was certain he would rather 
they didn't find. Then Johnny stopped, standing directly before an 
oddly shaped little boulder. 

“Come here,” he whispered, “You must sit at this spot.” 

Lew sat where Johnny pointed, peering back over the sloping 
hillside. Far off in the blackness, across the Sound, if it was the 
Sound, lights betrayed a settlement, but which one? 

“What's going on?” he whispered frantically, no longer able to 


control his nervousness. 
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“Here you will wait. But you must be calm, so I will tell you a 
story.” 

Johnny sat beside Lew and took a cap out of his jacket pocket, 
an old skin cap with a red feather stuck into its brim. This he put 
carefully on his head. 

“T will tell you of beginnings, little one, of how the Lamish 
learned to fish.” He took a large breath, then he paused. 

“But first, you tell me—how old is this world of ours?” 

“How should I know?” 

“You're the white man. Can't you even tell me how old the 
world is?” 

“Older than you,’ Lew griped. “but you're gaining on it.” 

“Your scientists, I believe, say our world is four billion years 
old,’ Johnny continued. “Shit, even I know that. Don’t you read 
Time magazine? Okay. That’s, let me see now, forty million 
centuries. That right?” 

“So what?” 

“Can you imagine that? Such a long time. And how long has 
human-like life been on the Earth?” 

“Trivia’s not my strong game.” 

“They say three or four million years. Let’s call it forty 
thousand centuries.” 

Lew nodded. “Whatever you say, Johnny.” 

“How about human society?” 

“How long?” 

“You're catching on, little one” 

“Discovery Channel claimed it was about three or four 
hundred thousand years.” 

“All right, that makes about four thousand centuries. Now how 
long have you whites been writing down things?” 
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“Back to the time of the Pharaohs, I guess. Four or five 
thousand years. What’s all this about?” 

“Four thousand years. That’s only forty centuries. Your 
precious written history covers ... one hundredth the time of 
human society, one-thousandth of the span of human existence, 
and only ... one-millionth of the history of the Earth! Bah!” 

“Four thousand years is a long time.” 

“Yesterday is a long time too. Depends how you spend it.” 

“You have something better, I suppose,’ Lew snapped. 

“I know a man who intends to live forever,’ Johnny whispered. 
“Would you like to meet him?” 

“Is he anything like you?” 

“He is an acquaintance,’ Johnny continued without pause, “of 
long standing. A man when I was a youth. A teacher first, and 
only later a friend. He was good at both. He was also skilled in the 
manners of seeing, in the order of nature, in acute observation. I 
will tell you his story.’ He sat back on his heels and continued. 

“One day my friend announced to me that he had discovered 
the path to an infinite passing of days.” 

“T have uncovered the lie that is death, he said after we fished 
together. ‘Tomorrow, my young friend, you will be another day 
closer to dissolution, while I shall continue unchanged.” 

“Good bye’ I called after him, puzzled, as he paddled his 
canoe away toward the north. I did not see him again for several 
years. We met next, quite by chance you might say, since you 
believe in that, too, at flush tide on Deception Pass. I was inbound 
and he out. We called out to one another. “You look the same; I 
said. For he did” 


«ce 


You are a man full grown’ he returned. And I was. ‘As you 
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see I am not a day closer to my death than the day we last met: 
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“How is this so?’ I called, but already the tide was turning, 
taking me with it, watching him paddle against its rising current; 
no longer an elder brother to me, I knew, and soon to be my 
younger. It was many years later we met again, in the time after 
your world war. The first one. You all said it would be the last. 
Humph!” Johnny snorted his disgust and with a deep breath 
continued. 

“I was visiting the island where we take our dead. I met him 
wandering purposefully up from the beach. “Hello, I called out, as 
he paid me no attention. ‘Are you looking for a spot to rest 
alongside your ancestors?’ My friend turned and I could see his 
face was no longer the same, although it was exactly as I 
remembered. The eyes had lost their keen appearance. And his 
voice was lost now and again, like a small boy running through a 
forest.” 

“Elder brother; he called, ‘who was once my young 
companion. Do not think I have come here to die. As you see, that 
is no longer a concern for me. I require a place of solitude. There 
is some urgency to this need. Come along, my friend:” 

“T followed him through the trees until we found a clearing 
that was to his liking.” 

“Please; he said, ‘I find it increasingly difficult to speak. Listen 
carefully, and I will tell you how to live forever.” 

Johnny looked over at Lew and winked. 

“What did he say?” asked Lew. Would this, at last, be the old 
man’s cosmic wisdom, the core of his teaching, some arcane truth 
that Lew alone would understand? He felt an incipient thrill and 
tempered it with a blast of incredulity. Nobody lives forever. 


«ce 


Johnny continued “Live half your life; my friend said, with 
great difficulty. ‘And what then?’ I asked him, bewildered. “Keep 


doing it; he said. ‘Doing what?’ I was certain I had 
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misunderstood. ‘Remember to concentrate? His hardened voice 
struggled through his lips. “Concentrate? Concentrate on what?’ I 
asked, shaking him. Like you, I felt a fool for not understanding. 
‘On the proper half? These were his final words. After that he sat 
there on a small rise, motionless, smiling, staring out at nothing. 
In the first hour he blinked four times. In the next he blinked 
once. Then his eyes remained open to the winds. I made a small 
fire and stayed with him for a couple of weeks. I spoke to him of 
all the visions I had seen, the places I had visited, the ignorance 
that surrounds us. But he was beyond words.” 

“Dead?” 

“Not nearly,” said Johnny, bothered. “He was reliving half his 
life? 

“You mean he keeps reliving the same experiences?” 

“Not at all. As I finally understood, he maps his future and 
lives half of this. At that point he maps the remainder and lives 
half of that. And so on” 

“What's so special about that?” 

“The trick is to make each half last the same amount of time.” 

“That’s impossible? 

“We do just the opposite without any difficulty. Do you 
remember slowly the seasons crawl by when you were a child?” 

“Christmas and birthdays that never seem to arrive? Yeah, I 
remember.” 

“At my age the years spin past like weeks. And yet you would 
hardly say that this year was actually shorter than the last. No, my 
friend had simply discovered the trick of making each succeeding 
half as full as the one it followed. By the time I saw him last, these 
halves were passing in what we call seconds. It might have taken 
an entire half of his natural life for him to say those last few 
words. Can you image the concentration it took to hold the 
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thought and sing the words for the years needed so that I would 
hear them? My friend has since passed into a world of infinite 
concentration where each second spans decades and then 
centuries.” 

“You talk as though he were still around” 

“Heyyah! Do I sit here talking to a stone? Are your ears 
blocked with bear scat? Of course he still lives, and he will live far 
longer than you or I. Already he has survived millennia. Of 
course you would not recognize him today. After a few years his 
clothing had rotted away and his flesh began to change, to harden. 
This is quite remarkable, I realized, for it must be his own doing. 
He must be very close to the Source itself” 

“What about his last words?” Lew leaned back against the 
boulder. 

“So you were listening. Very good, little one.” 

“What is the proper half?” 

“Why, the first one, of course. Half of your life leads to 
fulfillment, the other half to dissolution and death. Which one 
would you rather spend an eternity in?” 

“Which half am I in right now?” 

“Td say youre on the upswing. As for me? I’ve finally found 
the consolation of going with the tide. My time is past. I will leave 
eternity to my Name and to my friend—who so graciously accepts 
the weight of your body,” 

“Jesus!” Lew sat bolt upright, twisted around. Accustomed to 
the darkness now, his eyes picked out the outline of the boulder, a 
shape that only vaguely suggested human form. He reached out. 
The rock was smooth, metamorphic, its surface carefully worn by 
the wind and the rains. Its strangeness came not from the touch, 
but from some essential distance between this object and its 
surroundings. It lacked something that Lew could only feel as 
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belonging, as if it were from another place, even another planet, 
an asteroid that had fallen here, or the heart of a comet. Johnny 
must have placed this...this thing here. What the hell was it? 

“Time is relative,’ Johnny said, as if he had just then coined 
the concept. 

“You don't really expect me to believe this, this rock was once 
alive?” 

“Forget you ever learned to read. Open yourself to the history 
of the mind, a history that stretches back into the thoughts of 
your forebears. Listen instead to the waves and the breeze.” 

Johnny broke into a song, a high pitched solo in a strange 
language. Then he stopped suddenly and spoke. 

“Tt is time to talk about Coyote. Are you ready?” 

“You tell me.” 

“IT would bet my boat on it.” 

“Your boat? Your boat's a burned out wreck at the bottom of 
the Sound.” 

“Exactly,” 

“Shit? 

“Be still” Johnny stood suddenly, his eyes wild, and raced off, 
disappearing in the darkness. After a short time he returned. 

“Care to explain?” Lew asked. 

“Quiet, little one. Someone is searching for me, or maybe even 
for you, although your spirit is far too small to attract notice. Do 
not talk unless I ask you to.” He settled back down and continued. 

“Before what we now call ‘mar’ came to be, the Lamish lived 
as beasts. We knew not fire nor spear, nor even the wonderful act 
of mating properly. We were few in number, wretched in manner, 
and pitifully stupid. But then came the great Allies. The chief of 
these was Coyote. They were the Transmuters. They traveled 
across the earth, changing its very face as they went.” 
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“Over on the mainland, where a group of Lamish dwelt by a 
creek, Coyote came walking. “Tell us; they cried to him. “Tell us 
how to make salmon from the mud’ And he did. And all were full 
in their bellies. But they were not satisfied. “Tell us, they cried to 
him. “Tell us how to make skins out of water? And he did. And 
they took the skins and made great lodges where the rain never 
entered.” 

“Now Coyote had taken his pleasure with the maiden who was 
promised to the son of the headman, and he taught her the 
delights no woman had known. She began to scorn the clumsy 
attentions of headman’s son, who then followed her into the forest 
when she went to couple with the Transmuter. Enraged, the 
headman’s son called all his people together and said, ‘I will make 
a feast in honor of Coyote, and I will build a special lodge for this 
occasion. And his father was proud. But the young man made the 
lodge skins not from the stream water, but from his own urine. 
And he made the salmon not from the river mud, but of his own 
shit. He seated Coyote in this lodge and served this fish. But 
clever Coyote would not eat until the headman had his fill, and 
the son could not permit his father to defile himself. He was 
forced to tell of his deceit. Coyote, in his anger, took away the 
knowledge of making salmon from the mud and shelter from the 
waters. He taught us instead how to use tools and utensils, how to 
draw designs and create the fire-drills. We learned to make spears 
and to work stone into arrowheads so that we might kill the stag 
for the skin and meat. Only the knowledge that he gave the 
woman did he not take away. The son he turned into a dung 
heap.” 

“I suppose you call that history,” Lew said, when the old man 
had been silent for a while. 


Snoquask 264 


“History is whatever teaches you to make a better showing of 
your life. All the rest is conceit.” 

“So, when did all this happen?” Lew remembered what Betsy 
had said about this character, Coyote. And these Transmuters, 
could they be her magical Clan? 

“In a time before your histories began. Back when the 
Knowledge was complete.” 

“What's all this got to do with me being here?” 

“Whenever you whites face something you do not understand, 
you find a way to avoid seeing it. You are surrounded by 
unknowns and yet you believe you know almost everything. Or 
that you soon will. In truth, you are pitifully ignorant.” 

“You keep saying that.” 

“You keep resisting it.” 

“Nothing you've said has convinced me you've got anything 
better to offer” 

“I can't compete with your ignorance. This is a sadness I have 
often felt. What I offer is something you will not value until it is 
yours. Only then will you pity the ignorance that you carried all 
these years. Remember the shame of your anger? The regrets of 
the ignorant are far greater than that.” 

“T’ve got enough regrets already.” 

“No, you haven't. That’s why you were chosen. Because you 
have the heart of a hummingbird.” 

“I hope that’s good news...” 

“You can act with an uncommon integrity. It is the only reason 
you came for me, there in the Sound. I know your mind, little 
one. You don’t trust the waters. That too will change—water is the 
mother of song” 

Lew looked cautiously around at the boulder again; it 
remained comfortingly inanimate. He turned back to face Johnny. 
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He felt an incipient thrill, as the old man’s stories brought to the 
night an aspect of adventure, of playful intrigue. Stories have 
happy endings, after all. 

“Very good! My tale has calmed your fears and opened your 
mind a bit. We tell these to our children for the same effect. If I 
treat you as a child, it is because you have never learned what a 
Lamish boy would know at seven years of age. Only you are not a 
child, and after tonight you cannot be handled gently, for you 
must be strong. The minute approaches. Listen carefully; no 
matter what you see or hear, stay where you are. If you are 
overwhelmed, touch the rock, but do not run. Remember, do not 
leave this place until sunrise. Now, take out your Raven feather.” 

“My what?” 

“Your Raven feather. Take it out, keep it in your hand. If you 
forget and open your eyes you might see bright red patches of fire 
around you. Cover your eyes with the feather, close them and 
keep them closed until dawn. Do it. This will save your song and 
your sight.” 

“T don't have a Raven feather.” 

“Sure you do. The feather from the night you regained your 
song. I told you to keep it with you at all times. Now take it out.” 

“Honest, Johnny, I forgot. It must be back at the station. 
Listen, I'll get it tomorrow and we can do this some other time...” 

“Coyote! It’s too late now. Just keep your eyes closed.” 

“What’s going to happen?” The chill of the ground had seeped 
into Lew’s legs, causing him to shiver. 

“Your first real lesson. If you are still with us when the sun has 
risen, walk back to the boat. It's a couple hundred yards to the 
south.” He moved off, and quickly disappeared into the 


surrounding gloom. 
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The moon was fully set now, and the thin forest shadows 
blurred into a mask of darkness. The forest remained noiseless, 
with not even a hovering moth. If Johnny were moving around, 
Lew couldn’ hear him. In the near darkness his eyes barely made 
out the forms of the boulders scattered among the trees. He half 
expected them to start moving, lumbering about like prehistoric 
beasts, but they remained consolingly solid. Lew strained to see or 
hear any shift in his surroundings. 

An undeterminable time later, maybe several hours —or 
several minutes—he heard faint scratchy bumps overhead. The 
forest is awakening, he thought, it must be almost dawn. 
Whatever Johnny had planned wasn't going to work. Without the 
mushrooms the old man couldn't trick him. What sounded like a 
small bird hopped from limb to limb overhead. He welcomed the 
company. 

Then the noise came from two sides. Two birds were moving 
above him in the trees. They were joined by a third, and then 
another, and then others. The trees resounded with the soft 
shuffling of bird-feet. He could see nothing, no motion at all, no 
glint of beak or wing. It seemed the birds were filling the forest 
intent on some silent, collective purpose. Intent on me, Lew 
thought grimly. The noise reminded him of a grove of trees at a 
botanical garden next to the camp they set up in Grenada. He 
wandered in one evening and spied a grove of curious-looking 
trees. At first he thought it was just wind in the leaves. But, on 
closer inspection he discovered that each tree was crowded by a 
moving mass of fruit bats, hanging by little black feet, shuffling 
nervously in their daytime resting period. They hung like so many 
thousand great leather leaves, clustered so close that whenever 


one of them moved it would cause a reaction which would soon 
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envelope the whole tree in a massive shifting of positions. The 
grove stank from their acrid shit. 

Above him now there came the same cacophony of tiny feet, 
each shuffling to make room for one more, until the whole forest 
was covered with them. His memory merged with the ending 
scene from the Hitchcock movie. He was shivering seriously now 
and not from the cold. He noticed it had begun to rain. Within 
seconds he had determined that the rain squall was getting 
serious. If the temperature dropped a bit more it could change to 
snow, and this could very well continue through the night. He 
cursed Johnny. He cursed himself for listening to the old bastard. 
He thought again of Betsy, back in the inn and contemplated a 
rush for his boat. 

“Lew!” He heard a shout, a voice, thin with desperation off to 
his left. Johnny’s voice. “Lew, get out of there, quick.” 

Lew crouched, frozen in an instant of terror, reeling between 
equally demanding instincts of flight and fight. The only place he 
wanted to go was down, a cave, any hole where he could cover 
himself. He also realized he could never make the boat in this 
darkness. 

The noise in the trees was deafening, as though the trees were 
themselves transformed into a massive flock of birds. The rain 
beat harder on him. The voice came again, insistent. 

“Quick, now. Forget what I said. They’re almost ready to 
attack. Come on or you're a dead man...” 

What had the old one said? Lew remembered his instructions. 
Damn, he also remembered all those old matinee monster films 
where the dim-witted hero gets lured into danger by a seemingly 
familiar voice. In his confusion Lew reeled backward and bumped 
against the rock. 
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Suddenly it was all quiet again, a peaceful rain in a dark forest. 
He slumped down, sitting heavily on his heels, crouched in a pool 
of frigid water. Cautiously he lifted his hand again from the rock. 

Nothing happened. The forest remained silent. Now all Lew 
wanted was the sun to appear. Or the rain to let up. 

I can wait, he thought, and he leaned back against the rock. He 
closed his eyes. 

Instantly he had a vision. 

S$s 

Sumi sat in the darkened bar of the Cap’n Puget Inn, ina 
booth of burgundy vinyl with a table fashioned from an phony 
hatch cover that had been “weathered” with a propane torch and 
then sheathed in clear acrylic resin. She stared into the cozy light 
of the red candleholder and longed for a cigarette. Shed quit, of 
course, years back, but sitting alone after midnight in a bar and 
listening to Credence Clearwater on the jukebox had brought on a 
melancholy that seemed incomplete without a Marlboro. She held 
up her empty glass and nodded at the bartender, who smiled at 
her and mixed up another gin and tonic. A young man sitting at 
the bar took it from him and brought it over to her. 

“This one’s on me.” He set it on the table and began to slide in 
next to her. 

“Back off, asshole, or it will be!” She picked up the drink, 
cocked her arm and glowered at him. 

“Ugly bitch!” He strode back to the bar. “Buy your own fuckin’ 
drink!” He whispered something to the bartender and they 
laughed. On the TV, the Sonics were losing to the Rockets via a 
delayed cable broadcast, the final outcome mooted by the eleven 
oclock news. 

A while later Betsy came in. She found a seat at a table by the 
window and sat, looking out. She sat looking out as if waiting for 
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someone she knew wasn't coming. She didn't notice Sumi. She 
didn't order a drink. She didn't even see the young man until he 
had set a chair down next to hers and had his arm around her 
shoulder. 

He had managed three quick beers since Sumi had shut him 
down, and these gave him a reckless determination. His other 
hand fastened itself to her thigh and then ambled toward her 
crotch. 

“Get this guy off me!” Betsy yelled at the bartender, who only 
smiled and went back to watching the game. 

Pinned between the table and the window, Betsy struggled 
against the man’s crude embrace. The fellow was about to tongue 
Betsy’s neck when Sumi came up behind him and grabbed both 
his ears. She twisted them like parking meter handles and he 
screamed. She pulled him off his chair and let his head drop on 
the floor. He thrashed about on his back, stunned for an instant. 
Then he reached out and his hand clutched at her calf. 

“Let go, asshole. Now!” she said. Instead, he tried to pull her 
off balance. 

“You called it” Sumi raised her foot and stomped on his belly, 
thrusting her Raichle boot down toward his spine with all her 
weight. 

The man puked straight up, Old Faithful like, covering 
himself, gagging on it. He let go of her and rolled on his side, and 
vomited again across the floor. 

“You've had it, bitch!” he managed to spit between eruptions. 
This made her angrier and Sumi contemplated the man’s 
defenseless back. Did he need both his kidneys? 

The bartender came over then. “You two better leave,” he 
yelled, “and don't come back again. Look at this mess!” 
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“You ought to keep a tighter leash on your friend here,” Betsy 
said, standing. “At least until he’s housebroken.” 

“I was in real trouble there,” said Betsy on the stairs, “Thanks!” 

“He tried a move on me several drinks back. What were you 
looking for, out the window?” 

“T can't sleep. ’'m worried about Lew.” 

“You really like him, don't you? Sister, we better talk. Come on 
up to my room.” 

Betsy sat in the chair while Sumi lit the fire in the little 
fireplace stove that had boosted the price of this room fifteen 
bucks. 

“T have to apologize,” said Betsy. “I’ve been rude” 

“That's okay, it’s been rough, with Charlie and all.” 

“I saw you with Johnny. I saw how you wanted his knowledge. 
This has happened before, outside people come and attach 
themselves to him. They figure they can pester him into divulging 
some kind of secret wisdom. They know so little to think hed 
betray his people. You are syokwo. That’s clear, even to me. But 
you havent learned to use your vision yet.” 

“The bear!” Sumi said. “Johnny told you” 

“The bear you saw was one of Johnny’s guardians. It was 
directed at Lew, only you felt it instead. That means you have 
ability far beyond simple vision.” 

“Tell that to Johnny, he thinks I’m a twit” 

“He's protecting you. Keeping you from harm, while he waits 
for the qweykwa.” 

“But aren't you a Christian? Lew said that...” 

“The good Christian? Oh, yes. Mass every week, confession, 
the sacrament, and I live it, too. It's me. Or I did. Now Johnny’s 
got me all turned around. The church is something I learned very 
early, and it’s been perfect for me. A comfort I cannot describe. 
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But now I’ve changed back to what I was, maybe all along. It’s like 
I'm a butterfly that still believes it’s a caterpillar. Johnny, he was 
out there all the time, waiting. When he wanted me he called me. 
I hate to believe he caused my brother’s death just to bring me to 
him. He did use this, and for that I can never forgive him. And 
when he brought me to Midnight Island, I believed him when he 
said Lew would help me find Charlie. By then he was deep in his 
quest for the qweykwa. 

“Qweykwa?” 

“The name we use for an event that has meaning. Such events 
are rare, but the dexwidakeb must prepare himself for these or 
lose the opportunity to know their truth. Nothing Johnny does 
now means anything to him but that the action is true to the 
meaning he has foreseen. He's not a person anymore, he’s an 
instrument of a vision he cannot deny. And he asks that I join him 
in this Quest, but his eyes and his heart are on you. He stripped 
me naked, showed me the creature I really am, washed away my 
faith and with it my hope. He’s taken everything from me. I’ve lost 
the church.” Betsy’s voice trailed into silence. She looked up at 
Sumi. “I didn’t give you a chance, did I?” 

“T know a little about how you feel. When I watch him with 
Lew, I can’t believe he would choose...” She hesitated, Betsy 
seemed enamored with the ranger. 

“Just what do you see in him, anyway?” Sumi asked. “Lew, I 
mean. He's unpredictable, you can't talk to him about anything 
because he won't open up. Sure, he’s sort of cute, but he’s either 
terminally stupid or he’s the bravest man I’ve ever met. You can't 
like someone just because be might pull you out a burning 
building someday. Or...is he that good?” 

Sumi colored and put her hand in front of her mouth. “Did I 
really say that?” She laughed. “I need a drink.” 
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She reached around to the inside pocket of her parka, hung 
over the back of the chair, and pulled out a flask of Wild Turkey. 
“Keeps me warm out in the skiff. Join me?” 

Betsy laughed with her. “T can't. I don’t dare. I get silly when I 
drink” 

“Lew?” Betsy mused. “Well, when I first met him, youre right, 
I thought he was another one of them. You ever meet someone 
who pretended to be an enigma just to hide the fact that they 
were radically insecure?” 

“Sure, I used to see them all the time sitting in bistros down 
on Melrose. They put up this shield of aloofness, figuring that any 
woman who took the trouble to break through it wouldn't object 
if they tried to screw them in the back of a van later in the 
evening...” 

“Lew’s like that, only he’s also different. He’s been hurt, in 
more ways than one. What I like about him, what I admire, is that 
he’s struggling to find a way out of it all. He wants to be whole 
again. Me, I want to help him. There's just this one little 
problem...” 

“Johnny?” 

“The old one will take Lew from me, like he’s taken everything 
else.” 

“T was talking with someone down in Seattle who said that 
Johnny shouldn't be doing what he’s doing with Lew. In fact, 
Benny said it was completely taboo...” 

“Benny Klein?” 

“Right.” 

“Professor Benjamin Klein?” 

“The anthropologist. He's got this book coming out, 
Humanism in a Post-Human Society.” 


“Benny's written a book?” 
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“Tt’s all about the old Coyote Clan.” 

“Gimme that bottle...” 

S$s 

Eyes closed, Lew looked about. The forest of firs and scattered 
boulders, and beyond, the blue waters of the Sound: all were 
visible and seemingly real. He held up his hand and it reflected 
the mottled sunlight, which drifted through the firs. The sun was 
warm on his face, and the rock itself had been heated by the 
radiant sunlight. He inspected the rock. This was only by a far 
leap of imagination equitable with the form of a human body. 
Reality had apparently changed places with imagination; for with 
his eyes closed he sensed everything as carefully and completely 
as his normal waking experience, and if he were to open them, he 
imagined there would be only darkness. In the world of real 
perception, night flowed around him, yet here he basked in a 
bright, mid-day sun, and he could easily see the forest around 
him. He touched his eyelids with his fingers. 

“Little one” Johnny’s voice again. “Listen to me” 

“Open your eyes,” the voice taunted him. “Don’t be a fool. 
Open them now or you'll never return.” At the same time the trill 
of a woodpecker tapping a tree distracted him and he glanced up. 
He glanced up, but he kept his eyes shut tight. 

The ruddy woodpecker beat a tattoo on a nearby hemlock. The 
noise of bird’s beak on the hard wood reminded him of 
something. Not the something it could have, of walks in the 
forest, of camping by the stream, but instead it took him back to 
the Army, to helicopter school. A memory brief and without 
consequence. Emergency classes. Communications. Morse code. 
Tap. Tap-tap. Tap. The syncopation had meaning. Some kind of 
message. Something he had forgotten. Or would forget later. After 
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he finally learned it. The woodpecker flew off with a dipping glide 
that took it out of view. 

Above the trees a crow flew, frantically worrying an eagle. Lew 
watched as they appeared and disappeared beyond the treetops. 
Then the crow appeared, lower now, gliding among the trees. He 
could see that it was much too large to be a crow. 

Oh, my God, he realized. It was a raven! 

Lew felt a rush of dread and almost opened his eyes. 
Something in him decided that he must not do so. Not yet. Not if 
he ever wished to see the real sun again. 

The raven landed on a large boulder, forty feet away. It bent 
down and sharpened its beak against the rock, moving its head in 
slow arcs. It squawked raucously as it hopped to the ground and 
moved toward him. Bounding sideways, the bird kept one eye 
focused on Lew’s. 

Lew gathered his legs under him and crouched, again 
uncertain as to whether he should run or stay. Raven stopped 
momentarily, ten feet away, tilting its head in wicked anticipation. 
It hunkered back slightly and Lew put his hands up. With a 
nimble flap of its wings, the bird rocketed towards Lew’s head. 

“Raven, get away!” he shouted as he ducked and threw up his 
arms, covering his face. 

At the last instant the bird veered off, claws raked his left 
shoulder and a wing smacked his upraised elbow like a sharp jab 
from a boxing glove. 

The bird sailed on, banked into a grove of hemlock trees 
where it landed and again appraised him with first one eye and 
then the other. It seemed perplexed. Yet it had obeyed him. Or 
did it? He might have frightened it. 
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Frightened? Raven? Was that possible? Perhaps the sly bird 
was only bluffing, hoping he‘ let down his guard, looking for an 
opening to Lew’s face. 

He wondered if the raven could understand him. 

“Raven,” he shouted, “Fly to that tree.” 

He pointed to a nearby cedar. The bird quietly lifted and flew 
to the cedar’s lowest branch. 

Coincidence, he thought. Try again. 

“Raven, come here,’ He pointed to the ground at his feet. It 
dove straight off and landed where he had pointed. 

Lew was thrilled. He had already mastered this guardian 
business. There's nothing so bad about this bird. Get to know it, 
and ol’ Raven’s a regular budgie. 

“Well, Raven, what do you have to say for yourself?” It looked 
up at him stupidly. 

Speech is not one of the rules of this fantasy, Lew thought, a 
pity. “Well then, thank you. You may go.” 

Raven took flight and landed again on the rock, glancing at 
him, and then flew away over the sun-dappled water. Lew 
watched it grow small and disappear from view. He savored this 
new world within his head. The sunlight made innocent the 
shadows that surrounded him. A faint breeze carried the noise of 
wakening jay birds and gulls. Again he stretched out his hand and 
touched the rock, it was damp with dew. The dawn must have 
arrived. 

“Good bye, Raven,” he called and, with only a twinge of 
apprehension, opened his eyes. 

Dawn had indeed emerged, the warm sun of his vision was 
supplanted by the gray dewy chill of a winter daybreak. Lew 
glanced about. While the boulders remained, much of the forest 


Snoquask 276 


he had seen was gone, ragged stumps where the giant trees had 
stood. 

The vision episode retreated quickly against the onrush of his 
waking perception. He closed his eyes again, and the familiar 
blackness of normalcy welcomed him. In the interval it took to 
open them again, his mind had reassembled its priorities, 
reestablished the authority of a continuity of experience. 

There could be only one explanation: He must have simply 
dozed off, and, in his sleep, the crafty shaman had planted a 
dream. Was that all there was to this Power Flow business? He 
had passed the old man’s test, he felt relieved but also 
disappointed. He felt no different for the experience. In his 
memory, the episode seemed no more urgent than, say, a good 
adventure movie—thrilling enough at the moment, but a thrill 
that fades when the curtain drops. 

The dull sun was now above the ridges of the Cascades. Lew 
made his way south, moving downhill. In a short while he could 
see the little cove. Johnny was sitting in the dinghy. Lew hailed to 
him and he looked up, a smile lit his broad face. 

“Let’s go.” Johnny motioned him into the boat and then 
pushed them out into the Sound. He settled back and began to 
row with sure and powerful strokes of the dinghy’s tiny oars. 

“Hell, Johnny, that was the strangest dream...” 

“No!” the old one bellowed, “What happened to you was not a 
dream. Is that clear, little one?” 

“Sure thing, Johnny,’ Lew said, taken aback. 

“Tell me about the voice of Raven.” asked Johnny. “Where did 
it fly with you?” 

“Fly?” Lew told all that he remembered. 

The old man shook his head in disbelief. 
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“This is very, very bad. You didn't hear Raven's voice, and 
Eagle might have taken notice of you. If he tells The Clan...!” 

“So it wasn't a dream, it was something close to it, a trance, 
some kind of spell. Anyway, your Raven wasn’t all that 
threatening. I could talk to it, control it” 

“Of course it understands you, It is part of you. Only you, you 
were supposed to listen to it! When you can hear its voice will you 
know the truth of Raven. Coyote! I'll never understand a white! I 
take you to Raven and what do you do? Order it around like some 
puppy dog. Heyya! Seeing a white there on Graveyard Island must 
have spooked him, or I expect Raven, hed have ripped your 
tongue out and stuffed it up your ass. Now you better pray Eagle 
didn't believe what it was watching.” 

“Youd like to think it was dream. Yes, youd like that a lot.” 
Johnny leaded forward and plucked something from the shoulder 
seam of Lew’s shirt. “Here’s part of your dream. Do us both a 
favor and keep this with you.” He handed Lew a small black 
feather. 

Part of me? Lew wondered, staring at the feather. “Why didn't 
you explain this earlier?” 

“T don’t explain. You've got to discover what you need. I just 
had no idea how damn stupid you could be.” His eyes rolled in 
disbelief. “You're one lucky white boy.” 

“T also saw a woodpecker.” 

“Good for you. Did you make it dance a jig?” 

“Tt was on a tree. Then it flew away.’ 

“That’s great. Now the Clan will surely know about you.” 

“Tt was trying to tell me something.” 

“Trying?” 

“T was listening. It’s just that the code was wrong.” 
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“That ain't half good enough to save your butt. And it was you 
that was wrong. I should have known” 

“So the Raven is simply part of my own mental makeup” 

“T never said that. Raven isn’t simply anything, any more than 
the truth itself is simple, or you, for that matter. Even you. 
Remember, you must control these aspects of yourself if they are 
not to control you. Be wary of yourself, for nothing else can 
destroy you. Now be quiet. Your ignorance saddens me.” 

Back on the motor-cruiser, Johnny took the wheel and started 
up the diesels. He suggested Lew find them some food. As they 
headed south, Lew opened a couple of cans of kippered herring. 
They ate in silence as the boat bobbed through the calm early 
morning waters. 

The shaman, visibly worried, suggested that Lew get some 
sleep. “I had hoped you wouldn't be facing Wolf alone. But you 
bungled Raven and now there's no choice.’ 

Overcome by a sudden fatigue, Lew wobbled below and 
collapsed on the bunk. He dreamed then of wolves running 
through the snow, the pack closing on a lone elk. It was a long, 
arduous chase. Lew was running with the pack. Every time they 
gained on the beast it would cut sharply and keep its lead. 

Overhead a dark bird circled, its black shadow coursing over 
the snow banks. The bird dove, sending its shadow across the 
flanks of the fleeing elk, which suddenly stumbled. The wolves 
were on it before it could recover, tearing into its warm flesh while 
it struggled to stand. Then it managed to come upright and its 
forelegs left the ground. Oh God, Lew realized, it was human. 
Then he saw its face. His own face, he realized. And Raven, 
perched on the lowest limb of a nearly cedar, watched as death 
drained the fear from his widened eyes. 
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Lew woke. The taste of the blood was still in his mouth. He 
drank from a tumbler of water, leaving a red smear on its rim. 
Then he crawled back onto the berth, back to the dream, which 


began anew. 
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Chapter 21 


Lew Sees the Light 


Johnny made a jolting landing at Friday Harbor, throttling madly 
in reverse to avoid a serious collision with piling at the end of the 
slip. Lew woke and jumped off the bunk in time to be thrown 
forward as they smacked the bumper. By the time he was topside, 
Johnny had tied off the lines. 

“Come along,” said Johnny. He set a fast pace up the gangway. 
Lew trotted up behind. 

“T still don't understand,” said Lew, “I thought everything went 
pretty smooth: I saw Raven, I didn’t run. Why the hell did you try 
and trick me anyhow?” Lew described the voice he heard. 

“Tm glad you didn’t run from Raven. Saved me the trouble of 
finding your remains. But it wasn't me tried to trick you. Come 
on, time is wasting. Qweykwa is nearly here. Do you feel it?” 

They turned up the stairs of the Cap’n Puget and walked into 
the dining room, empty after the breakfast crowd. Betsy sat at a 
table by the far window, looking out, looking worried. 

“Good morning,” Lew called out. She looked around, relief 
brightening her face. She leaned back for a kiss, he eagerly 
obliged. 

“So, he finally found you.” she said. 

“Found me?” 

“Tt’s okay. Johnny told us why you disappeared so suddenly last 
night.” 

“He did?” 


Snoquask 282 


“Her brother's murderer, little one.” Johnny motioned to the 
waitress, who ignored him. “I told them about the lead you had.” 

“Whyd you tell them that?” 

“T didn't know it was a secret.” 

“What did you find?” she asked. 

“Tell her about the blanket,” said Johnny. 

“Ah, the blanket. I wasn't going to mention that.” Blanket? 
What was Johnny up to? Lew would have liked to play along with 
the shaman’s game, but the old guy kept changing the rules. 

“Tt seems that Betsy’s brother got this blanket; Johnny said. 
“You don’t mind if I tell her. Do you?” 

“Go right ahead” 

“No ordinary blanket.” 

Betsy turned to Lew. “You didn’t chase off after any clues last 
night. Did you? You would have told me if there was any news of 
my brother.’ Betsy stared at his face, her mouth slackening. Her 
gaze made him turn away. 

“Look at me.” Her hands came up to touch his cheek. She drew 
back, twisting around toward the shaman. 

“Well, Johnny,’ she said hotly, “Even I can notice the change in 
him? 

“Quiet!” bellowed Johnny. “You will not address me in this 
tone, syokwo!” 

Betsy put her hand to her mouth and bolted for the door. Lew 
stood. “You shouldn't talk to her like that” 

“Tl talk to her in any damn way I please” 

“You are an old bastard, aren't you.” 

“Have been as long as I can remember.’ Johnny grinned at 
him. Lew followed Betsy out the door. 

“Wait, Betsy.’ He caught her on the stairs. 

She turned. “What has he done to you? Who are you now?” 
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“I promise you, once I find Charlie’s murderer we can forget 
Chuckanut Johnny.” 

“Dont you see? He's toying with us all. He used my brother’s 
death to bring me back to him. And now he wants me to help you 
became like he is.” She leaned into his arms. 

“Johnny’s got nothing I want.” Lew said. 

“Soon you wont think this way.’ She looked again into his 
eyes. “There is something about you today that was not in you 
before. Once you have found an access to tamamus, you will not 
deny this. You'll give up your family, your job, your life even. 
You'll give me up, too. You'll see.” 

“Never...” 

“You're not so strong,” she said. “You can’t unlearn what you 
already know; you will not forget the Knowledge. Soon tamamus 
will be all that you desire.” 

“T kept thinking about you last night. You, tucked in warm and 
naked in your little bed upstairs. I almost told Chuckanut Johnny 
to find himself another boy...” 

“As if that’s all it would take.” 

“Damn it, you talk like Johnny calls all the shots.” 

“He's sure played you like a big Chinook, my love, and now 
he’s got you sizzlin’ in the pan. Makes it a little late to back out 
now.” 

She sighed and leaned her forehead against his chin. “I never 
once thought hed go through with it. Give me some time, alone.” 
She pushed away and ran up the stairs. 

Lew returned to the table. 

“Betsy will find her strength,’ said Johnny, “Now if I could 
only find us a waitress.” He signaled again. 

“Blanket? What are you up to?” 
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“Looks like ’'m up to my dick in your questions again.” Johnny 
settled back with an amused smile on his face. “Later, if there’s any 
time, Pll teach you to use power objects to draw out sickness and 
evil. These objects take on the evil they remove. Makes them a 
little tricky to handle. You got to be real careful so they'll take 
their evil with them” 

“Are you saying that this blanket is infected by some ancient 
curse?” 

“Tam saying that people who look for trouble have little 
trouble finding it. And this blanket has caused nothing else but 
trouble for decades.” 

“Morning, all” Sumi had come up behind Johnny. “God, I 
slept like a bear last night. What’s wrong with Betsy? When I 
passed her room I heard her crying.” 

She took a chair. “What did you two say to her?” She stared at 
Lew. “And what happened to you last night? Look at you.” 

She reached out. When her hand touched his forearm she 
froze. Her eyes remained fixed on his, her mouth fell open 
slightly. 

Johnny watched her expectantly, then his eyes closed. A 
curious tune escaped his lips. His right hand molded a shape in 
the air above the table, as if it were stroking an invisible creature. 
His left, resting on the tabletop, trembled with a palsy not 
acquired from age. 

The fear returned to Lew: horror scampered up his legs and 
back, down his arms, and over his skull. Rather than responding 
to this terror, he let it pass over him and, astonishingly, disappear. 
In its place there emerged a certain quality of thought, or, more 
precisely, a single faint note. This sound began to waver and pulse. 
A shallow rhythm interrupted its continuity. The note variegated 


into a melody; counterpoints developed independently, weaving 
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themselves into a harmony, growing in strength and beauty. An 
ecstatic symphony without instrumentation boomed through his 
head. 

At first he perceived this as internal—a commotion he was, 
somehow, creating, like an organic fugue. Then he noticed it had 
directionality. Johnny seemed a major source, although Sumi 
added her own discrete minor key. But wait, it wasn't actually 
sound: It was also visual, streaks of green spun from Johnny’s 
right hand. No, it wasn't just light either, for it was at once 
corporeal and vaporous, like a fat laser beam that turned in on 
itself continuously. Barely thicker than smoke, it freely filtered 
through air, table, the chair, walls and floor. Wisps of green goo 
floated unobstructed through matter and ether alike. He glanced 
out the window where a grove of alder was shrouded in a green 
mist. 

His own arm, his hand, which he held up to inspect, produced 
a faint film of the stuff. It pulsated with the rhythms of the noise. 
Or, perhaps it was the noise? Could he be seeing sound? Hearing 
light? Or was this an entirely separate ability? He touched his 
hands together. The stuff had no feel. He brought his forefinger to 
his tongue. No taste. Or perhaps touch and taste have always 
known this mysterious substance, and only vision and hearing 
were strangers to it. The waitress, smoking in the corner, why 
wasn‘ she glowing? Neither was her other remaining customer, a 
fat fisherman stuffing his face at the bar. 

Lew closed his eyes, but the substance was still visible, if that 
was the right word, for he clearly wasn't only seeing it. Even with 
his eyes closed, Johnny was a glowing cauldron of it and Sumi a 
clear, but faint image. Outlined perfectly, he noted. Her breasts 
and their lovely, tented areolas were sculpted in a subtle 
membrane of emerald music. The table, as invisible to this 
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symphony as were her clothes, refused to block his vision of her. 
He glanced down her flank... 

“Last call for breakfast,” the waitress had come up behind him. 
Lew opened his eyes. Across the table the old shaman smiled 
benignly. 

“Later, Johnny spoke, motioning the waitress away. 

“Kitchen closes in fifteen minutes.” She strayed back toward 
the counter. 

“He heard it,” said Johnny to Sumi, his eyes bright. Turning to 
Lew, “Dont tell me you didn't” 

“Yes,” said Lew quietly. “I heard.” 

“T should have known it would happen in her presence.” 

“Tt was like this green foam, but not really, I mean it wasn't 
really there. I mean...” He stared at his hand. “It’s gone!” 

“Tt was the voice, a song that sings for you alone, little one. 
With my help you will soon know what it means. Heyya!” He let 
out a whoop. “Here I was taking him off to the forest, and he finds 
the song in a restaurant. How about this white boy? Betsy, she saw 
he was ready. That’s what spooked her” 

He clapped his hand on Sumi’s shoulder. “But it was you who 
tipped him over the edge. Coyote! Can you deny my vision now?” 

“T didn't...” Sumi protested. 

“You did just fine.” Johnny leaned back. He called the waitress 
back and ordered up a full breakfast. Sumi did the same. When 
Lew attempted to do likewise, Johnny sent the waitress off. 

“You have things to learn yet, little one. Better keep your 
hunger strong.” 

“Do you see it all the time?” Lew stared at his hand and tried 
to will the vision’s return, without success. 

“The tamamus rests. You must search for it on your own.” 


Johnny fell silent and his head nodded forward. Sumi watched the 
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two of them, anxious and excited, proud to be a part of some 
greater happening, and yet angry that her own role seemed so 
meager. The food arrived. Johnny opened his eyes and began to 
eat. Lew tried to steal a piece of toast, and Johnny growled at him. 
Then he winked at Sumi. 

“And me?” Sumi asked. “Am I left out again?” 

“You?” Johnny frowned. “You want to make an old man 
happy?” 

“Look out, Sumi, he’s after something...” Lew cautioned. 

“Yes, tell me,” said Sumi. 

“Go away. Far away.’ 

Sumi’s face changed from anticipation to disappointment to 
anger as Johnny continued. 

“..Put down your napkin. Walk to the door. Go to the dock 
and get on the ferry. Take the bus to the airport and fly off 
somewhere. Today. Now! Can you do that for me.” 

“No! I’m in this too!” 

“Then you have the simplest job of all. Stay and watch an old 
White Dancer die.” 

“No, Johnny!” 

“Then leave us!” 

“In my dreams,’ said Sumi. “T’ve seen it often enough. Don't 
make me see it again.” 

“You must see what you deny.” 

“Won't you help me, Johnny? Please, I'll do anything if youd 
teach me...” 

“Me? Youd no more open your song to me than you would 
your clam. When I’m dead...” 

“Dont say that.” 
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“When... I... am... dead, maybe you'll understand.” Johnny 
went back to his food. Lew looked on wishful as Sumi played with 
her eggs. 

“Tve been thinking about the rich white man, the one in 
Willy’s story,” Sumi said. “If he owned working boats we should be 
able to trace his descendents. Maybe they still own boats.” 

“The Knudsens own most of the tugs in this part of the 
Sound.” Lew said. “And a dry dock in Tacoma.” 

“And the big resort on Orcas. They're an old family around 
here. If Willy was working on the tugs out of Everett, chances 
were he was working for Knudsen Marine. That baby, the one 
Skeena had... 

“She has no name. Dont say it.” Johnny admonished. 

“Skeena was her name, and I'll say it if I please. Betsy's family 
has no idea what happened to her child. Perhaps I could talk with 
Eric Knudsen, over on Orcas.” 

“There's one white I can live without. Another name I don’t 
care to hear. Please, I’m trying to eat here.” 

“Wait a minute.” Lew said. “Betsy told me Knudsen posted bail 
for Big Ted back in the fishing rights dispute.” 

“People do things they later regret.” 

“Like Charlie? What did he do to you?” asked Lew. 

“You want to find Betsy’s brother's killer? I'll tell you who did 
it. Not the little peckerwoods who would have done it anyhow, 
although I would never have allowed that. Not your deputy, 
although he fits in here somewhere, I am certain. No, I’m pretty 
sure it was an old acquaintance of mine. He calls himself 
Hamatsa, but his Name is Laxkiku.” 

“Hamatsa,” said Lew. “I remember. You mentioned him before. 


Fellow with the curious appetite.’ 
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“Laxkiku,” Sumi whispered. The word seemed at home on her 
lips although it sent a chill down her back. 

“So now I better find him—before he finds you. He wouldn't 
like what he sees.” 

“Did Charlie know what was happening? Did you warn him, 
at least?” 

“He stole the blanket for them.” 

“Tt was yours?” 

“The blanket belongs to no one.” 

Johnny turned to Lew. “You must take care of her.” 

“Where is Laxkiku?” 

“When we meet again, little one, your first real test will 
commence. You must fast until that time. Drink only water. 
Watch out for Eagle. You may take your boat back. I won't need it 
again.” Johnny drained his coffee mug, pushed away his empty 
plate, rose suddenly and left them. 

“Thanks for nothing, Johnny,’ Lew called out to his back, and 
then he whispered, “You be careful, Snoquask.” 

The waitress came and took away the syrups. “You folks got to 
leave now. Were closed until lunch.” 

They paid and wandered out onto the veranda. 

“Tm off to Orcas,” said Sumi. “Maybe Mr. Knudsen can tell me 
what we're supposed to be looking for.” She hesitated. “Someone 
upstairs needs you,” she whispered. 

“I thought you two didn't get along?” 

“You and Johnny ran off last night, so we had ourselves a long 
talk—and not just about you—although you figured prominently 
in Betsy’s thoughts. She thought I was after Johnny’s sacred 
teachings.” 

“And what’s she after?” 
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“Something frightened her way back, I figure. Something she 
can't get away from. She has seen the truth and called it a lie. 
Betsy won't admit this to anyone else, but she’s not fooling herself 
anymore. She's quite a woman, by the way.’ 

“T noticed” 

“Good for you.” Sumi broke away and headed down the street 
toward the dock. 
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Chapter 22 


Who Braves the Tempest 


Indigo was the name of the bookstore in Eastsound on Orcas 
(previously the Logos book store, and before that for many years 
simply Jameson's books and stationery). When widow Jameson 
sold out to the man from California, people didn’t mind so much 
that the man’s companion was also a man. That was a private 
matter. What concerned the people of Orcas was the man’s 
insouciant attitude about local history. Rumor was he had never 
even heard of the Pig War, the last skirmish between the British 
and the Americans fought right here on San Juan Island and 
settled finally by an outside arbitrator: Kaiser Wilhelm I. 

The islanders took to their local history like Freemasons to 
hoopla. Many nationalities had visited these misty reaches. 
Spanish, English, and Russian captains and crews briefly looted 
and debauched here. All left behind only meager traces, grape 
shot and empty flagons, before moving on to more attractive 
destinations. Still, generations of backyard archaeologists combed 
the beaches and forests for vital clues. In the vainglorious stories 
of their desultory inhabitants, the San Juans became a nexus of 
international intrigue. 

Every winter an avalanche of historical speculation rolled 
through the islands. Local historical societies were rocked by 
tumultuous rancor over the identity and interpretation of newly 
unearthed pottery shards and bits of bone. Each corroded belt 
buckle discovered on a remote shoal meant another mystery to be 
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solved. Select committees plotted every landfall and foray of the 
smallest squad of the early European visitors. But final authority 
was decreed according to the vagaries of majority rule. And once 
a quorum was achieved, three hundred years of history were up 
for grabs. 

All of this speculation found its way onto the pages of local 
historical monographs. For three decades, Geoduck Press over in 
Roche Harbor had printed as many words as one could pay for. Its 
Sanctus Juanica Historia series ran into hundreds of slender 
volumes. These editions were listed as limited, and rightly so 
some of their authors had never before written as much as a thank 
you note. 

Most of these works were penned by women; women who had 
been left for months at a stretch while the salmon were running; 
women who had followed their men out from the cities and lived 
through the boredom and terror of island life, lazy lonely months 
and deadly fickle weather. They buried their husbands and found 
themselves without the strength to up and leave. Instead they 
began to idolize the islands they had cursed during years of toil 
and dismay. Widow Jameson had kept the whole Geoduck 
collection right up front where the authors could point it out 
while strolling with visitors down to the Outlook Inn. 

The man from California stacked them in the back, horrified 
they could not be remaindered. In the front window he 
showcased other, foreign authors, people with names like Calvino 
and Kundera, strangers who had never even visited the San Juans. 
The protest to this insensitivity was quite simple: not a book was 
sold to an islander for the sixteen months the Logos bookstore 
survived. The sale price the man finally agreed up on was far 
below what he had paid for the store and he left the island 


convinced of the ignorance, intolerance, and universal illiteracy of 
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its inhabitants. He was sure they were homophobic when, in fact, 
they were only patriotic. 

In Indigo, the Geoduck Press regained its preeminent place. 
Anne Lowenkopf, the proprietress, knew her clientele. Although 
the books never sold (the authors received fifty copies up front 
and quickly saturated their market) she kept them well dusted, 
and she welcomed every author with anecdotes of the famous 
visitors who had almost purchased a copy. 

Sumi Miyakawa was one of Anne's favorite authors. Anne’s 
own predilections scampered toward the metaphysical and she 
was delighted to find the author of Wiseguys a browser. She was 
equally puzzled to see Sumi rummaging through the Geoduck 
works, and she could not stop herself from commenting when 
Sumi set Olivia Knudsen’s family history, Who Braves the 
Tempest, next to the register. 

“T had no idea you were into local histories. I could 
recommend other, more authoritative, works.” 

“About the Knudsens? I assumed this would be ...” 

“The Knudsens? Well! What Olivia left out would fill a much 
larger book, I’m sure. Only Id have to shelve it back there.” She 
pointed to the glass case behind the counter that kept the works 
of Joyce, Miller and others of their ilk out of the grasp of 
unsuspecting innocents, although anyone with an inkling was 
more than free to indulge: Anne was no prude. 

“What are they hiding?” Sumi asked. She leaned forward, 
Anne did the same and continued. 

“Bad money, bad blood, bad deeds—you name it. They lost 
more fortunes than everyone else around here ever had, so where 
did they get all their money?” 

Sumi waited for her to continue and then asked, “Where?” 
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“God only knows!” Anne dismissed the entire Knudsen clan 
with a wave of he hand. “You wont’ find it in there, I can tell you.” 
Her forefinger thumped the cover of Olivia's book. “That'll be 
twelve ninety-five. Plus tax.” 

S$s 

“At least you know the rules,’ Lew said to Betsy. He had told 
her all that Johnny spoke of while she was absent. “Me, I don't 
know if red means stop or go in his world” 

“Rules?” 

“Of your religion” 

“My religion? Hey, I’m Catholic, remember? But the ways of 
my people, these I cannot unlearn, even when I accepted the 
Church. I don’t know what they mean, what they should be telling 
me, but I haven't forgotten that they were once all we needed. 
Long ago, they say it all made sense...” 

“Back before us bad ol whites showed up.” 

“Exactly. Then you did, didn’t you? And everything changed. 
The strongest of the young ’Skins took jobs on the big boats, or 
worked in the sawmills. They were given white names, got 
married in clapboard churches, and became Catholics or 
Shakers...” 

“Shakers?” 

“That’s right. You’ve probably never seen a Shaker ceremony.’ 

“Seen them. I’ve never even heard of them.” 

“The Native American Shaker Church was a mixture of 
protestant ideas, Catholic rituals, and shaman-like notions. Their 
main ceremony began like any Christian ceremony, with candles 
and pictures of the Virgin and sad Jesus on the cross. After the 
sermon, however, they start to ring bells, just like they used to 
shake rattles, and then the chant begins—‘In the name of the 


Father, and the Son, and the Holy Ghost, amen, over and over to 
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the rhythm of the bells. Then they start to dance in a circle, 
coming up in procession to the altar where they spin and jerk in a 
kind of shared ecstasy. Some would put their hands into the 
candle flames to purify themselves. It gets pretty wild. I had a 
great aunt who was very much into it.” 

“How did it start?” 

“About a hundred and fifty years ago a First Nation man down 
by Olympia had a Pentecostal experience at a church and decided 
to became a preacher. His disciple, old Louis Yowaluch, brought 
the religion up-Sound. But the missionaries didn't like all the 
shamanic overtones—Shakers sometimes would cure people by 
passing hands over them and drawing out the sickening sin—but 
it was done in the name of Christ, so the Christians couldn't 
directly attack the Shakers. Even some of the traditional shamans 
became Shaker preachers. Old Billy Clams nearly cleaned out the 
Catholic church when he began to preach on his own. But they 
were never really shamans after that. They were just preachers.” 

“Maybe that’s what they always were?” 

“No, they just gave in” 

“But, don't you see? If even the shamans gave in, then there 
must have been something valuable in what European society had 
to offer” 

“Yeah, of course you whites made it pretty damn difficult not 
to give in: outlawing our ceremonies and forcing us into your 
schools. My teachers, they looked at me with such loving 
condescension—it must have been terrible, their eyes said, 
growing up Injun: dirty and poor and superstitious. I had done so 
well to leave it behind. Hey, I agree—I'm glad to be free and to 
grow; every child should have this chance. But those patronizing 
eyes revealed their own infantile reluctance to reach out and 
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understand the world we were asked to abandon. Such 
arrogance...” 

She leaned against Lew’s side and laughed a little harshly, one 
of those last laughs that are reported to be the best, but tend to 
burn with bitterness. 

“Times will change,” Lew reassured her. “My grandparents 
came from England and France. They worked with their hands 
and they believed in God. That’s all gone now. I’m nothing like 
them, but somehow they’re a part of me. Times change. Everyone 
adapts.” 

“Adapts?” She sighed. “No, we simply forget. We turn our 
heads to gaze at the obscene beauties of your world, and when we 
turn back the truth was gone. The way was lost. Johnny, he 
remembers, and he is indeed mad. You're the proof of that.” She 
leaned back to look at him. “Or maybe you'll turn the world right 
again. Johnny said something to me. I can’t stop thinking about it. 
He said, “We did it all wrong’ He was talking about the White 
Dance, of course. What he meant was that it was wrong, 
mistaking purpose for destiny. We chose to take from you, 
turning your power back onto itself. Instead, you swallowed us 
up. We got it backwards, that’s all. You only lose when you 
become like your enemy. Victory comes when you make your 
enemy your own. Maybe this is the key to the vision that Johnny 
wants me to realize.” 

“Why am I the enemy?” 

“You and your boat and your language and all the many 
thousands just like you. You’ve busted our backs, split our clams, 
stolen our minds. And you made us like it, but we'll never 
understand it until we understand it all too well. Johnny’s after 
something big here, maybe even bigger than the old White Dance. 
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You see, he’s broken the basic law of his world, the biggest taboo 
of all. I still can’t believe it. He must want you very much. Or...” 

“Go on? 

“Or, like I said, he’s quite insane.” 

“So I'm the great white—make that red—hope. There are lots 
of young people searching for a new answer to some old dusty 
questions. Why does he bother with me when he could become a 
cult hero, start his own commune? Write the best seller. Hit the 
prime time.” 

“No! You underestimate him entirely. You don’t know how he 
thinks. Maybe Sumi does. Yes, she is syokwo. Johnny was right 
about her, and I was dead wrong. She isn’t just another striver. 
Has she ever told you what happened to her at a place in Japan 
called Koyasan?” 

“We haven't had a whole lot of time to talk” 

“What have you two been doing out there on that island?” 

“Avoiding...” He stopped, realizing that this was a question he 
couldn't answer. He was sick, he could now admit that to himself. 
Sick with anger and hurt and nowhere to put these but those 
places where he should have stored up hope and trust. It was 
sickness that took him to Midnight Island. Only he couldn't 
remember if he was avoiding the disease—or the cure? 

“Avoiding what? Each other, or reality in general? Sumi went 
there to retreat from society, what’s your excuse?” 

“Tm just your humble forest ranger type, I guess.” 

“You've been scared once too often, I think. Sent you looking 
for a hidey hole...” 

“Funny, that’s what Sumi said about you.” 

“You never figured some crazy Redskin was going to track you 
down and give you the biggest scare of your life. I guess she’s 
right. Johnny’s got us both on his line” 
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“You don't think Pll make it. Do you? You don't think I can 
survive what Johnny plans for me?” 

“It’s not your fault, Lew. Johnny plays a dangerous game, and 
he makes up the rules as he goes. I missed you, last night.” She 
pouted playfully. “This bed was sad and cold without you in it. 
And here I was, not even a nightgown, shivering and clutching at 
the blankets. Listen to it.” She bounced lightly and the bed springs 
responded in orchestra. “It sings with the passion of the 
thousands who have shared its comfort.” Her left hand sneaked up 
under Lew’s shirt, meandered over his chest. 

“Tl be right back” 

He went down the hall, washed up as best as he could, and 
returned, holding back a grin. Closing the door, Lew caught her 
looking up, stepping out of her jeans. Then she came to him and 
unbuttoned his shirt, laying it carefully on the bolster and then 
sliding back under the blanket while he jerked the shoes from his 
feet and struggled out of his pants. 

He was struck by the sadness that had entered her face. 
Somehow she was even more beautiful for it, although he would 
rather have seen her eyes bright with laughter and her mouth not 
tense and drawn. Lew slid in next to her on the narrow bed. 

They just held each other for a while. He stroked her forehead, 
running his fingers down behind her ears to her neck. Her eyes 
closed, but not before he caught a welling of tears. 

She turned around then, molding her back into his front and 
pulling his arms to tighten the embrace. He let his left hand stroke 
lightly from her neck down to her knees, pausing to circle her 
tummy or a breast. Her head rested on his right arm, and she took 
that hand and held it to her mouth, kissing and nibbling along its 
edges. Her left leg slid back over his right and he caught it 
between his thighs, rocking gently. Lew let the rhythm guide his 
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hand as it sought the felty dampening between her legs. The 
rocking mounted slowly like a gentle tide. Lew could not tell if 
they were the cause or the effect of this languid motion until her 
mouth closed on his finger and she grew tense. Then it was clear 
that the heavens were obedient to her motion and the moon and 
the stars no longer held back the tide. Her other hand pressed his 
harder into the wetness. The motion was no longer leisurely, but 
stormed fiercely from this vortex. So they moved and the bed 
moved along, catching the urgency and sending it back with 
shudders and groans of its own. And when she cried out, he 
opened his eyes, startled, for her cry was like that of the Raven. 

Her legs clamped around his hand as the tremors calmed and 
she kissed his other hand one more time before she let it go and 
drifted away to a dream. Lew gently pulled his arm from beneath 
her head and swung off the bed. He tucked the blanket around 
her and got dressed. 

For a while he sat and watched her sleep. Then his attention 
drifted toward the window, where raindrops echoed thousands of 
tiny trees tipped over on their tops. His mind seemed to be caught 
on an idea too vague to realize, yet far too vital to drop. He 
struggled silently with this for a while and then gave up, forcing 
his thoughts into another stream. 

The closer I get to this Lamish spirit knowledge, Lew realized, 
the more I know I can never belong. The further I go the more it 
retreats. And still it carries me away from everything I know: all 
that is true and right—the world being round and made of atoms, 
spinning like little galaxies themselves. Mountains eroding, 
species evolving, moons orbiting, equations, well, equating. 
Adamantine stuff. 

Bored in school, Lew nevertheless dreamed it was anything 
but absolutely real. No argument allowed. We know what we 
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know, or we know nothing at all. This was the big picture. This 
was where Lew felt he belonged. Everything else, all that Johnny 
has shown him, was a giant step down into the shit. 

In a world where progress is essential, Lew mused 
uncomfortably, where the elements of knowledge are cleanly 
defined, where even God keeps his hands off the laws of 
chemistry and physics, Johnny wants me to search for some 
hidden meaning that nobody can know. I’m being pulled back 
into some prehistoric perception of things: ghosts and totems, 
sticks that glue themselves to your hands and drag you off into the 
dark, shining green vapors that sing. And yet something about 
this is all too attractive. At least the vapors sang to me, Raven 
obeyed my call and the stick was in my hand. 

Again Lew’s mind drifted toward an unimaginable horror— 
something out there he should know and he did not, something 
he must be and was not. His head ached as he made one last effort 
to bring into focus the object of his rising fear. 

Then, as if to echo his dread, a sharp scream rose from the bed 
and was choked back. 

“Betsy!” he called. “What is it?” 

Betsy sat up, gazing at him for a minute. Then she gathered 
herself, pulled the blanket around her shoulders and swung her 
feet over the edge of the bed. 

“Just a dream.” She shuddered. 

“Tell me about it” Sitting down next to her, he tucked the 
blanket around her bare feet. It did not stop the violent shakes 
that coursed through her body. “What did you see?” 

S$s 

Betsy reeled from the terror of her vision, and from the 
realization it had produced. She knew now that the secret legends 
her father whispered to her were merely pieces of Snoquask’s 
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crazy vision. This qweykwa of Johnny’s was an old one. Hed been 
at this one for decades, like he did—building up the lies to 
conceal what must only later be discovered. Her devotion to the 
church, the comforting knowledge of Jesus’ grace, the loving 
kindness of Mary, the memories of candles lit at the Divine 
Mother's feet and liturgies spoken with profound effect—these 
were also wished upon her by the shaman for some reason she 
would not be allowed to know. She had been sent out into a 
foreign world to learn and then to report. In her dreams her 
father had often come to her. She glanced at herself in the mirror 
on the bureau and then looked away as the tears began again. Do 
I forsake my conscience...or my soul? The question in her 
thoughts had already been answered by her heart—she would 
help Lew if she could, any way she could. She steeled herself, 
sitting upright, seeking the equilibrium that need precede her 
own vision. A part of her still trusted Johnny. Damn him anyway! 
She slipped into a final prayer, wondering if the Lord could ever 
forgive her for needing the truth more than his love, and yet 
wanting the white most desperately of all. 

S$s 

“What did you see?” Lew asked again. 

“Two boats were running fast across a channel,” she 
recounted, closing her eyes. “They reached a place, a wooded 
cove. Only they weren't boats at all. Suddenly they took flight. 
Seaplanes above the trees. They circled and dove, changing again, 
into birds this time. One, a raven, the other a hawk, or perhaps an 
eagle. They were fighting each other, cawing and swooping—until 
they both took notice of a boat crashing through the waves below, 
which then became the object of their combined attack. There was 
suddenly fire, heat and light, and a noise I cannot begin to 
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describe.” Her face was pale, drawn thin. “I woke too late. I felt it 
clearly...Oh God! I actually felt it happen.” 

“What did you feel?” he asked, but she sat in silence. 

“Tm all right now,’ she whispered. “We must be going along. 
And I almost forgot to thank you. That was fine, what you did. 
There's only one way I can describe it...” She brought her mouth 
close to his ear. “Ooh baby,” she whispered, and then laughed 
thinly. 

“Can you tell me--was that the vision Johnny wanted you to 
have?” 

“Why can't he just leave me alone?” She covered her face with 
her hands, her arms pressed against her body defensively. 

“Johnny...” 

“He wants me,’ she moaned. “Like he wants you. Like he 
wants everything. And he'll get it all, or die in the attempt. But, 
what's the purpose? Great God in heaven, I hate to think he’s gone 
crazy in some sick hatred for you whites. Lord knows he’s got 
every reason. Obviously he means you to be dexwidakeb. Not 
even old Kwaskedan would dream that up. Look at you. The 
beginnings of the power are already evident in you, so much 
stronger now than even this morning. And you're going to quest 
for the tamamus, for the Power Flow, aren't you?” 

“Yes,” Lew said it, realizing as he spoke that it was true. There 
would be no backing down. 

“Even if it meant giving up everything you once held to be 
unquestionably true and right?” 

“Yes; he whispered. 

“And if it meant losing me?” She frowned, staring into his 
eyes. 

“Yes,” he said softly. “Yes” again, to himself. 


“Then, Lew, my love, you might just succeed” 
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“Snoquask!” she turned and spoke to the winds outside the 
window. “You have found one with the heart of a hummingbird. 
You could do no better.” 

She faced him. “Courage is your virtue, Lew. You might have 
lost it, as most do, but you preserved it well. Let it loose now. 
Have it guide you and you will survive the shaman’s quest. You 
will know the qweykwa, the moment of truth. If only I were a 
Seer, maybe I could help you. Now all I can do is to be with you, 
my lovely Lew, and hope you'll still want me when he’s done with 
you.” 

She circled her arms around him, gathering Lew into an 
embrace that was neither sexual nor sisterly. It was a hug of 
celebration with a twist of desperation, and, Lew noticed, a 
lingering note of farewell. 

In his arms, Betsy seemed warm again, seeking his comfort, 
and giving back as well. How could he ever choose Johnny over 
her? Perhaps she didn't know him that well. Or she did. Once 
more a disquieting melancholy struck him. 

“Tell me what you saw.’ He had a desperate impulse to know 
this. 

“T have seen what no woman should see, what no man should 
find, what no child should know. I see what only Johnny can hear. 
Unless... 

“What?” 

“Unless the other one is also listening” 

“Who is the other one?” 

“Laxkiku. Johnny called him Hamatsa. I met him recently. 
Only he’s no longer who he used to be. This one was married to 
my mother...” 

“Your father?” 
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“No! I don’t know who my father is. I only know it can’t be this 
monstrosity who once married my mother.” 

“Let's go find him” 

“No! I have an idea. First, let me get dressed.” She pulled on 
her clothes and sat in one of the chairs by the window. Lew took 
the other. 

“Last night I called an old friend of mine in Seattle, a professor 
who once asked if I could contribute to the linguistic archives.” 

“The one you told your father’s secrets to?” 

“The secrets? Oh, God! Yes!” Her voice acquired a strain of 
anger. She spoke as if she were alone in the room, venting her 
rage. “Secrets. That's what I called them. Snoquask! You bastard, 
you should have told me!” She stood as if shed like to run 
somewhere. Instead, she shook her head and sat. 

“What's that all about?” 

“He's relentless, you know. Incredible! Next time you see him, 
you tell Johnny I figured it out. God, I should have known!” 

“Why don't you tell him?” 

She tore at an imaginary Johnny with her fingers. “Damn him 
and his qweykwa.” she shouted. Her anger quelled as fast as it had 
flared. “What were we talking about?” 

“Seattle, your professor friend.” 

“Right. My Lamish wasn't any good. But it turned out he was 
more interested in me. Well, we became very close, you know... I 
guess intimate is more precise. In fact, I once thought of marrying 
him, if hed only asked. Then he stopped seeing me. The chairman 
of his department had found out about us. Anyhow, Benny got 
support to go back north for more fieldwork. By the time he 
returned it was clear we were no longer together. He never did 


come right out and explain. I guess he felt he didn't have to.” 
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“T called Benny last night,’ Betsy said. “I hadn't talked to him 
in years.” 

“How’s he going to help?” 

“They have a tremendous collection of Northwest Coast First 
Nation material. The University might have Sotek Yoqueltez in 
their archives. He's agreed to meet us at the statue of George 
Washington on campus tomorrow at nine in the morning. But 
how do we get there?” 

“Can you pilot the motorcruiser? I have to fly my plane back 
to Midnight Island.’ 

“I was born on a boat.’ She winked at him. 

“So was Noah's grandson. Didn't mean he could steer the ark” 

“Try me, sailor” 

“O.K. It’s just a quick run back to Midnight Island. Johnny says 
he doesn’t need the boat and I'd rather not leave it here in case he 
changes his mind. I'll fly over to the island and pick you up at the 
landing strip. We'll be in Seattle for dinner.” 

On their way down to the dock, Larry pulled up beside them 
in the Sheriff’s cruiser. 

“Lew, ’ he said, rolling down his window and braking to a stop. 

Betsy glowered at him. 

“Why don’t you go over to the store?” Lew suggested to Betsy. 
“There's nothing to eat back at the station. I'll catch up.” 

Lew walked over to the driver's side window and leaned on the 
roof. “Morning, Larry.” 

“Morning, dude.” Larry watched Betsy until she disappeared 
into the market. “You've done well for yourself” 

“What do you want, Larry?” 

“What do I want? That old Indian, Chuckanut Johnny. You 
two seem pretty friendly” 

“What’s your point?” 
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“The Charlie George murder.” 

“I thought the old guy was off the hook?” 

“Right, and I’m on the spot. I still think the old fucker’s 
holding back. I was told he was seen on your boat this morning.” 

“Could be” 

“Take my advice, old buddy: Stay clear of this mess. You hear 
me talking? Whoever did this, well, they’re playing by a different 
set of rules. You should’ve seen Charlie’s corpse. I’m talking pain, 
Lew. Sure, we'll find them soon enough. Jesus, we better. Sheriff’s 
testier than a rutting hog. So I can guarantee it: Fun and games 
are definitely over.” 

“Tm running a little late, Larry.” 

“If we could just get a little cooperation from the tribes on 
this. I hear Charlie has a sister, but can I find her? Fuck, no! 
Damn ‘Skins are all in it together. I wouldn't trust any one of ‘em. 
You flyim back, or what?” 

“See you later” 

“I asked you a question. Will you be flying your plane?” 

Lew stared at him, Larry took his job too seriously, only Larry 
had no idea what his job really was. For him law and order had 
congealed into one word. Order was law. Law, order. Johnny was 
messing with the deputy’s sense of order. That meant he had 
broken an unwritten law—thou shalt not fuck with the Man. 

“Yeah? 

“And the bitch?” 

“You mean Betsy.” 

“Betsy: Her name’s Betsy? That's Charlie George's sister's 
name.” 

“Her name and that of a couple hundred other women you 
probably know.” 
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“Betsy—say, did you ever meet Betsy LaCompte. Lives over on 
Crane Island. Her husband runs a salmon boat up in Alaska. 
Betsy LaCompte...bear rugs and candlelight, shed get so fuckin’ 
hot. You know I haven't seen her in months. I should pay the little 
lady a visit.” 

“You can take along a basket of fruit from your new wife.” 

“Piss off!” 

“So long, Larry.” 

“Tm still looking for Johnny. You remember that.” 

“Tll put a note on my refrigerator” 

“Cause that boy he kidnapped isn’t goin’ to make it” 

“He's dying?” 

“Damnedest thing. It’s like he wants to die.” 

“Where is he now?” 

“Steilacoom: at the state nuthouse. Tomorrow afternoon I have 
to go over and try to get something out of the loony boy before 
he’s comatose permanent like. I hope the docs have been working 
on him. Last time I was there all he could do was mumble about 
the weather.” 

“The weather?” 

“He kept saying something about snow.” 

“Snoquask,’ muttered Lew. 

“That’s it! Snoquask. He kept saying that to me. It probably 
means ‘fuck you, whitey’ in Lamish” 

“That might not be to far off. Do you think I could see him?” 

“What for?” 

“I saved Johnny’s life. I feel kind of responsible?” 

“The little shit! Well, they say he was a good 1i’] Injun until 
Johnny got hold of his head. Sure, if you're interested, come on 


over with me, you can see for yourself” 
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“Tll call you. Goodbye, Larry.’ Lew watched the cruiser until it 


turned out of view. 
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Chapter 23 


A Daughter’s Courage 


The Sea Galley restaurant at Knudsen Landing Resort on Orcas 
attempted to offer a sophisticated ambiance, meaning lots of brass 
and smoked glass, along with dark blue tablecloths that almost 
matched the deep cut-pile carpet. The waiters were dressed like 
stewards on the Titanic. 

A graceful blonde with glinting eyes and sharp white teeth led 
the way to Knudsen’s table, carrying a couple of menus large 
enough to surf on. Knudsen sat drinking a beer at a booth next to 
a window wall overlooking the bay and beyond to the outline of 
Mount Constitution. 

He was bigger than Sumi expected, well over six feet tall and 
on the other side of 200 pounds, most of it wedged flatly over his 
shoulders, arms and chest. His ruddy face was broad and softly 
weatherworn like an old piece of sequoia that had been lying on a 
beach for a few centuries. His eyes were bright, wide-set and very 
pale blue. His hair was black, shot through with white, which he 
didn't bother to conceal. He looked his age, and he looked good 
doing so. 

As she approached in the footsteps of the hostess, who was 
dressed in an impossibly décolleté gown, Sumi remembered the 
story of how thirty years back Knudsen had led his fleet of tugs up 
to Prudhoe bay through the ice flows and fifty-foot Arctic swells. 
From the looks of him, he could have swum the distance, pulling 


a barge with the hawser in his teeth. 
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He tilted the beer schooner up with his left paw, draining it, 
and he glanced up at her. The hostess leaned low over the table, 
handing him a menu and a look at her breasts. He took both and 
nodded. She shoved a menu into Sumi’s hands and swished back 
toward the door. Sumi sat, bumping into his knees near her edge 
of the table. 

“Hello, ’'m Sumi Miyakawa.” She held out her hand. He 
looked back at her. Sumi pulled back her hand, confused. His eyes 
were searching her body, she noticed. Rather a clinical appraisal, 
she decided, as though her body displayed the overt symptoms of 
some horrendous disease. 

“You're Eric Knudsen?” She had little reason to say this apart 
from an instantaneous impression that he was hiding his identity, 
like she had wondered onto a set, and he was an actor cast in the 
role of Eric Knudsen. 

“Eric Knudsen.’ He repeated this as if it were some obscure 
magical formula. He was accustomed to his name producing an 
effect, only she didn't know which one: probably fear, yes, a base 
of fear, with a dose of envy. The waiter came over and applauded 
Eric’s victory in the recent race to Maui. Sumi cut the elegy short 
by ordering a glass of Chardonnay. Eric took another Guinness. 

Another waiter came up and informed them of his name, of 
the name of the steward, and the bus person who would be 
serving them this afternoon. She ordered the grilled halibut. 
Knudsen ordered a couple crab sandwiches and a large dinner 
salad. The drinks came and then the food. They ate. Wally, the 
busboy, cleared. Sumi played along with Eric’s silence, sipping her 
wine quietly, looking out the window. 

Apparently, Gunnar Knudsen, whoever he had been, was not a 
name to be ignored. Olivia's book mentioned only that he had 
disappeared back in 1898. When Sumi mentioned his name on 
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the phone, Eric seemed eager to find out what she was up to. He 
was free for lunch, was she? 

The coffee arrived, and Knudsen took a long sip. Then he 
spoke. 

“You work for that Hindu outfit on Midnight Island, right?” 

“Tt’s a Zen retreat.” Sumi reminded herself that Mr. Knudsen 
was very well connected on the islands. He was goading her. 

Anne Lowenkopfe was wrong. Sumi had discovered quite a lot 
about the Knudsen clan from Who Braves the Tempest. Olivia 
wrote of three generations of struggle, of a family obsessed with 
the future of Puget Sound, their obsession keyed by the massive 
amounts of real estate, which they had planned on turning into 
large piles of cash. Only they bet wrong on the railroad coming to 
Everett. The crash wiped them out. They were rescued by the 
Alaskan gold rush, and they eagerly overcharged the prospectors 
coming and going. But they lost three men, Olivia's husband and 
two of Gunnar’s brothers, in Cuba with Roosevelt. Theyd lose 
four more in the Argonne, one at Palermo, another at Midway, 
and two more before Berlin fell. Olivia was the first to suggest 
they had the wrong temperament to be soldiers. Knudsens are too 
damn hotheaded for war, she wrote. They get their dander up, and 
there’s nothing stopping them but a bullet. She had a case full of 
medals to prove her point. And a big empty house. 

“Like I said, I want to talk about your great uncle Gunnar” 

“Tt’s all there in my grandmother’s book” He pointed at the 
slim volume she had placed on the seat beside her. 

“Then let’s start with the death of your cousin,” she said, 
watching his eyes. They remained impassive. 

He set down his coffee cup and spread his hand on the 
tablecloth. His middle finger, missing its last joint, thumped 
softly. 
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“What are you talking about?” 

“Your cousin, Charlie George.” 

“Tve got no cousin of that name...” 

“Gunnar was Charlie's great-grandmother’s husband.” 

“You're mistaken, sister. Gunnar Knudsen died young in a 
boating incident. He was never married.” 

“Would you mind telling me about this ‘boating incident?’ The 
book's not very helpful” 

“That’s because there’s not much to tell? he began, although 
Sumi could see right off that there was probably a lot that that he 
wouldnt tell her. 

“Gunnar was taking the tug Tyee out the Straight and down to 
Astoria, on the Columbia River...” 

“IT know where Astoria is.” She broke in. 

“Well, the Tyee simply disappeared.” 

“What do you mean, disappeared?” 

“That’s what we never found out,’ he sneered. 

“So you never found the wreck?” 

“Disappeared. Like I said” 

“What about the crew?” 

“Just of Gunnar and a mate.” 

“What kind of ship was the Tyee?” 

“A 75-foot steam tug, nothing like the old Puget Mill boat, 
mind you, but a sturdy working boat. The Tyee was made to haul 
in the open sea. Hell, her sister, the Chehalis, was converted to 
diesel and worked clear up to World War II?” 

“A 75-foot steam tug,’ Sumi had acquired a fascination about 
the old ships of the Sound when she bought her ketch, “would 
carry more than a crew of one.” 

“The working crew was waiting in Astoria; Gunnar was merely 


transporting it.” The focus of his eyes shifted a bit as he spoke, as 
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though he had a sudden thought, perhaps a new doubt about this 
old story. “What's your interest in my great-uncle’s death? If 
youve found something, youd better come out with it” 

“What happened to Gunnar’s child?” 

“You heard me say he wasn't ever married.” 

“Doesn't mean a thing anyway, but he was, briefly, to a local 
tribal woman named Skeena.” 

She was making this up as she went, but it seemed to be 
working out just fine. Eric kept his eyes on her and betrayed no 
emotion. “After he disappeared, she was sent packing by your 
family. Their child was taken from her, probably by Olivia.” 

“Even if Gunnar had himself some local woman, Olivia would 
never soil her hands with any bastard of his. You read the book— 
Olivia despised Gunnar, and he was her own son” 

“Maybe she was getting tired of burying her men. Maybe she 
wanted insurance, a child that wouldn't die in some war. She 
could have shipped it off to school, Canada, Switzerland, maybe 
Africa” 

“Africa...?” he said. 

“Where was your father born?” 

“In Seattle. I have his high school year books...” 

“Shed have arranged a marriage to an appropriate family. It 
was grandchildren she wanted, you and your brothers. She hadn't 
counted on yet another World War...” 

“My father died over Europe in a B-29. My father’s father was 
John, not Gunnar. It’s all in the book.” 

“Gunnar’s wife had another child from a husband named 
Weahtli, a husband that Gunnar managed to get rid of. Her great- 
granddaughter wants to know why his brother was killed. She 
thinks it may have something to do with Gunnar’s disappearance.” 
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“How does this involve Gunnar? Christ, he’s been dead for 
over a hundred years. You haven't answered me.” 

Sumi had the sudden thought that Charlie might have found 
Gunnar’s body. But why would that mean anything today? 

“You want an answer. Check your family records again. Not 
the family bible, not the records everyone knows about, but the 
papers Olivia must have hidden to keep her secret. Find those 
papers and you'll find out Gunnar was married, and that his 
child...” 

“I can guess what your game is. If you think you can dream up 
some phony family relation, present me with a ‘lost cousin; and 
expect me to greet her with an open billfold, you'd better think 
twice. I’ve got a lot of ways to make you regret it.” His voice was a 
low thundering whisper. 

“Ms. George doesn’t want your money. All she wants is a little 
bit of truth. Bitter or sweet, it doesn’t matter for her now. She’s 
already lost her brother. We're going to find that truth, with you 
or without, or, if it comes to that, right straight through you. 

His face had grown two shades redder and he raised up in his 
seat. 

“T don't like threats,” she continued, “They're always made by 
little men with dirty secrets to hide. What’s yours?” 

Sumi stood, dropped a twenty by her plate, and walked away. 
She could feel his pale eyes on her back as she walked to the door. 
The hostess glowered at her. 

“He’s not worth it,” said Sumi to her. 

“You'll never find out,” the other hissed. 

“Thank God for small favors,” Sumi whispered as she stepped 
out the door. 


S$s 
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“What's wrong?” Lew put his arm under Betsy’s shoulder and 
lifted her back to her feet. They had been walking down the ramp 
to the boat dock when she had nearly fainted. “Are you okay?” 

“Fine, really.’ She shivered and breathed deeply. She made a 
big step forward and then another and another, but her gait was 
peculiar as though her feet were magnets and the dock a rod of 
iron. “Tl be fine, just fine,” she mumbled. 

Lew took the bag of groceries she had been carrying. “Tl take 
you over to the island and come back for the plane. You can rest 
up and we'll still make it to Seattle.” 

“No!” She looked at him, startled, as if he had suggested a 
casual felony. “We'll do like we said. I'll take your boat across. I 
could do it in my sleep. Don't worry.” 

“You sure?” 

“Positive.” 

He hopped over the gunwale and set the groceries against the 
side of the deck then he helped her aboard. She smiled at him. 

“What’s wrong?” He asked. Her smile was mechanical, a 
clumsy artifice she might as well have painted on. 

“Just let me alone” 

“Tell me? 

“Get out of here, please,” she pleaded. 

“Something’s wrong.” 

“Leave me be! Give me some space. I need to think some 
things out. I'll see you on the island, so go on, get out of here. You 
understand English? Go away.” 

“Tell me what's eating you, and I'll go” 

She sat on the cushion. “You promise?” 

“On my honor as a forest ranger.” 

“That’s a new one” 

“Really, Pll go.” 
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“Here it is then. Up there, when I was mad at Johnny: You 
remember me telling you about how my father used to come and 
talk to me at the winter gatherings?” 

He nodded. 

“Well, it wasn’t my father. No, that’s not right. It was my father. 
Mother of mercy!” she cried out and buried her head on his 
shoulder. 

“Tell me,” he whispered. 

“It was Raven that came to me. It was Raven that told me all 
these things.” 

“You just said it was your father?” 

“Raven changed himself to look like my father.” 

“So it wasn't your father” 

“No! No!” she pummeled his shoulders with her fists. 

“What is it? What did you see?” He grabbed her wrists. 

“Tt was my father. Don't you understand?” 

“What?” 

“That night you regained your spirit, do you remember the 
woman?” 

“Of course.” 

“That was Raven.” 

“Yes. 

Her eyes dropped to the deck. “And it was me” 

“Jesus!” 

“Raven is my father. He came one night disguised as my 
mother’s husband and he raped her and my father...I mean her 
husband... found out. That’s why he hates me so. Lew...,” She was 
shivering. “I don't know if ’m even human” 

He held her tightly. “Betsy, my love. You're the most human 
person I’ve ever known. It’s Johnny whos got you all mixed up. 
We'll go talk to him and straighten out all this nonsense.” 
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“No! You must leave. You promised.” She pushed away from 
him. “You did promise” 

“Yes, of course. Can you manage?” 

“Talking to you helped, it really did. I’m just a little spooked. 
After we see Benny, we'll go speak to Johnny. Only leave me alone, 
now. I have to think about this.” She went to the controls and fired 
up the inboards as though shed been running the boat for years. 
“You going to stand there or you going to help me with the lines?” 

Lew jumped over to the dock and undid the bow and stern 
lines. “T'll meet you on the island,” he called. She looked away. 

Betsy put the Chris-Craft in gear and motored out of the slip. 
Lew hiked up the ramp a ways and looked back. 

She had turned the boat past the end of the fuel dock when it 
exploded. A pulse of heat and light too sudden to know. In the 
next instant, the gas pump at the fuel dock blew. More heat and 
flame, followed by the explosion of the floating gas tank. A 
thunderous surge of heat caught Lew and threw him against the 
ramp. He regained consciousness as smoking debris rained down. 

Lew felt a sharp pain in his left arm and unconsciously moved 
his right hand there, fingering a piece of ragged metal sticking out 
of his forearm. Sirens rang out up in the village. 

“Betsy!” he screamed, standing. 

The fuel dock had vanished entirely and its gangway had been 
blown sideways. It lay crumpled and smoking over the bow of a 
beached fishing vessel. Several boats were on fire. People 
screamed, some from their pain and others from outrage. Out in 
the bay his boat was gone. Nothing under the pall of black smoke. 
Nothing to bring a chance of hope. She was no more. 

His mouth gaped but no sound issued. He stood, astonished. 
For he had realized: this was the terror of Betsy’s last vision. This 


was what she saw. She knew what would happen and she stayed 
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with the boat. They could have flown together from here, instead 
she chose the boat and the flames. Her courage horrified him. The 
truth she had found was an ugly, terrifying reality, but a reality he 
could not himself avoid. Not after this. He watched the smoke rise 
to meet the clouds. And then he saw it. Rising even faster on than 
the smoke on enormous black wings. And then he knew. She was 
not dead, but released from her pain. She had become the Raven. 
Betsy would always be with him, would always guide him and 
protect him, yes, and punish him, should he forget what must 
never be forgotten. 

Lew closed his eyes against his tears. The noise of the sirens 
was suddenly joined by a single tone emerging from a point 
beyond his reach, off to the north. He concentrated and the note 
increased in volume, drowning out all other noises. He whispered 
back at this, the song of north wind, saying to it: “Raven, Betsy, fly 
to Snoquask. I must meet him soon. There is much to be done” 

An image filled his head, a turquoise sky and dark shape 
winging intently across the horizon. 
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Chapter 24 


Queen 


“Face it, big brother,” said Jake, “We've been had. This blanket'’s 
bogus.” 

“So how come the Captain, he wants to get this so bad?” 

“Give it to him,” pleaded Gary. “Or just get rid of it” 

“You still think this thing is cursed? Shit, man. It’s just a 
blanket, and an ugly one at that.” Win held it up. The blanket was 
covered with swimming forms of the killer whale, its white 
underbelly and darkened, spotted dorsal proudly displayed. The 
words “Deccan Queen,” along one border showed that the blanket 
was appliqued on an old ship’s woolen blanket. 

“Maybe you should have it” Win stepped quickly forward and 
drew it over Gary’s head. 

Gary let out a scream that was muffled by the covering 
blanket. His hands clawed at it. 

“Get it off,’ he cried repeatedly. 

Chuckling, Win stepped behind his brother, holding the 
blanket tightly over the other’s head, trapping his arms at his side. 
The screams gave way to moans, and Gary slumped down to the 
floor, sliding out of Win’s grasp, leaving him with an armload of 
blanket. 

“Jesus, Win. Just look at him,’ Jake said. His mouth popped 
open and a half-chewed gummy-snake candy slithered out of it 
and dropped on the floor. 
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Gary's body was rocked by a series of violent seizures. His face 
contorted, his eyes open wide. 

“Look at that,’ said Win. 

This continued for a minute before Jake knelt down to him 
and took hold of Gary’s shoulders. “Help me with him,” he said. 
“Get him off the floor.” 

Win came up on the other side. They carried him over to the 
bed where his spasms subsided. Then he opened his eyes, staring 
out at them fearfully. 

“Are you all right?” said Jake, leaning close to him. 

“He's okay,’ said Win. “Probably allergic or something.” 

“T told him,” mumbled Gary. 

“Say what?” Win came forward. 

“He asked me. It just came tumbling out. Jesus, I was scared. I 
thought for sure hed take me. But I told him and he went away.” 

“Told who?” asked Jake. 

“T told him. I couldn't stop” Gary was crying now. More from 
relief than horror. The horror was fading quickly. 

“You made him crazy,’ said Jake to Win. “You knew he was 
scared of the thing. You shouldn't have done that.” 

“Fuck off, man. He's scared of everything. I don’t need any of 
this.” Win gathered up his coat and went outside. 

After a minute Gary stopped crying and sat up. 

“You want beer or something?” Jake stood beside the bed. 

“Dont you want to know?” Gary asked. 

“Know what?” 

“What the blanket means.” 

“How do you know that?” 

“T just know.” 

“Are you really crazy? What's it like?” 
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“What if 1 am?” Gary stared at his brother’s face. He enjoyed 
the momentary thought that none of this was real. It meant the 
old one wasn't really going to kill him, what he saw, there under 
that blanket. 

“You're my brother. I'll take care of you.” Jake reached out and 
touched Gary’s forehead. 

Gary’s glance wandered to the open door, and beyond to the 
south where another storm scudded across the horizon. 

“Win didn't mean anything, just fun and games.” 

“Win’s a white-assed cocksucker” 

“He said he was sorry. C’mon.” 

“He'll get us all killed” 

“Dont say that” 

“Tt’s the truth.’ 

“You're just sore.” 

“You remember, I’m crazy.’ 

“Yeah, you're crazy. Okay, I'll tell Win you're all right.” Jake 
left. 

Gary stared down at the blanket and the whales stared back. 

“Help me!” he cried. A scream formed at the back of his throat 
as it constricted. 

Gary pulled himself upright and stumbled out the door. He 
was running for the Sound, hoping the waters would hide him 
from the voice that assaulted his mind and choked him till he 
couldn't catch a breath. The noise increased and he stumbled and 
fell into a gaping well of green slime that opened up at his feet. 
And he kept on falling until the pain went away for good. 

SSs 

Lew’s arm was stiffening painfully as he drove the rented 
Dodge down Interstate 5. The evening traffic was sparse, the road 
slick, nearly frozen. 
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The sheriff was not a happy man. Six people were in the 
hospital. Three more dead, including Betsy. McBride didn’t even 
wait for the doctor to finish sewing up Lew’s arm before he started 
with the questions. It took a solid hour for Lew to convince the 
man that he really had no reason to blow up his own boat. 

It was the force of Betsy’s vision that kept Lew going. For her, 
all of these events—including her own death—were part of 
Johnny’s qweykwa. Yet it hardly seemed likely that even Johnny 
could cook up this much trouble. If this were all through some 
grand design, Lew sure as hell didn't want to meet the architect. 
And yet he could not forget that she choose her death. She had 
already died in her vision. She had actually experienced it once. 
And yet she found the courage to realize the terror of that instant. 
He would find the legend for Betsy. Then he would find her killers 
for himself. And Johnny, hed better be ready to talk. There's a 
qweykwa coming, even Lew could feel its presence, and this one 
was not going to be pretty. 

Lew was passing the exit sign for La Conner when it occurred 
to him. ‘Give my best to Margie’ That’s what Charlie's letter read. 
Lew swerved onto the off-ramp. 

The reservation’s billboard lights had been turned off and rain 
had changed the parking lot into a shallow lake. The shop was 
absolutely dark, looking as though it had been set adrift on an 
open sea, as though one big wave would topple it over and the 
whole reservation would disappear in fact and in memory in the 
space of this night. Down by the dock a dog barked as Lew eased 
the Dodge around the side of the shop. A meager gleam escaped a 
small window in the shack at the head of the boat ramp. Then a 
door opened and a larger light was swallowed by the looming 
shadow of a man. He carried something in his hand. Lew saw it 


was a rifle. 


Snoquask 323 


“Captain Qwemuth!” Lew rolled down his window and called 
to the shadow. The car edged forward down a muddy slope that 
ended rudely above the Sound. The barking dog, a terrier mutt 
with a wizened muzzle scrambled up to the driver's side and 
leaped as it yelped and clawed at the door. 

“Shut yerself up, Reggie!” The man whistled once and the dog 
retreated to the cabin, wagging its tail proudly, but scooting past 
the fellow’s legs. 

“Whatever you got we don't need it? Ted called out. “Go on 
back up the road.” 

“T have to talk to you.” 

“You're scaring my misses.” 

“Tm Betsy's friend.” 

“Yeah, I remember.” 

“Betsy's...” 

“Dead. Yeah, we know.” Ted turned back into the cabin and 
spoke with someone. He nodded, finally, and lowered the rifle 
barrel in Lew’s direction. 

“Youd best come on inside,” he growled. 

There was a lot more to the cabin than Lew had anticipated. It 
was built into a steep bank, and he came upon it from the top. 
And a second story was tucked under the first, where a wall of 
windows led to a large deck that faced the Sound. Lew looked 
around the kitchen, newly redone with bright linoleum and white 
appliances. It hardly looked like the hearth of a First Nation 
house. There was nothing ethnic left in here. It looked like his 
moms kitchen. 

Margie was standing in a quilted, flowered dressing gown 
right out of the Sears Catalog, and her hair was perfect—the 
permanent had lifted it off her shoulders and in rigid swirls above 
her forehead. A pair of bifocals hung on a chain around her neck. 
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She stopped crying and clucked angrily at Lew’s description of the 
bombing. 

“Same as our old boat.” she blew her nose in a wad of Kleenex. 
“Twenty-seven years back, now. Same damn thing. Sheriff called 
it an accident. Boats don't blow themselves up for no reason. I 
told him so. He said we ought to be more careful.” 

Lew looked over at her. A dark bulge exaggerated her cheek 
line. She caught him looking and turned that cheek away. 

“What happened here?” 

“Nothin” Ted said. 

“They came and took it,” she said. 

“No!” said Ted. 

“They were here.” Lew spoke. “And now they’ve got Charlie's 
blanket? 

“They were here. But it wasn’t Charlie’s. He shouldn't have sent 
it to her. If fd seen the damn thing I'd have burned it, gold or no 
gold” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“That goddamn blanket. Charlie called Margie, day before he 
disappeared. He said he was sending her a package, told her hed 
be by for it. She wasn't to tell a soul. He said there would be plenty 
of gold for everyone. Charlie knew she was good with secrets. She 
didn't even tell me about this until yesterday evening. I came back 
and she was there on the floor. They pistol-whipped her. Might 
have killed her” 

“Like they did Betsy...” 

“You don't know that...” 

“But you, you know who they are.” Lew said. It wasn’t a 
question. 

Big Ted frowned. 
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“Tell him.” Margie stood. “You saw their boat. Maybe they 
killed Betsy.” 

“No,” said Ted. She stared back at him, though, thinking about 
it all again. 

“Like I was saying,’ she continued softly. “Lots of whites got 
boats like that but only one around here belongs to any of the 
young ‘Skins.” 

“T said no, Margie.” 

“Look at the poor man’s arm. Look at my cheek” 

“If told you, what would you plan on doim’ about it?” Ted was 
fingering a large callus on the forefinger of his left hand. 

“Tll take ‘em down,” said Lew, a sudden anger surging in him. 
“What's left I'd give to the sheriff” He surveyed Ted’s face. 

Ted nodded slowly. “You drink whiskey? Honey, get us some 
glasses, please, and bring up the bottle” 

“Are you going to tell me...?” 

“How you plan to do it?” He poured Lew a large drink and 
then one for himself. 

Lew took a pull and then another. The bastards wouldn't be 
easy, he figured. He would find a way. And then what? The dead 
only fill your dreams with startled faces and glazed eyes. But the 
anger that dug into him now, delving beyond any sense of fear, 
would steal his days unless he acted correctly and with meaning. 
This he did understand. Just as Betsy had said he would. 

He looked back at the big man. Ted’s eyes were intent on the 
surface of his drink, which he clutched in a grip that might break 
the heavy tumbler. Betsy had been Ted’s friend, and Margie was 
his wife. 

“How am I gonna do it? My guess is I might have to get in 
line” He looked straight at the big fellow and Big Ted looked 
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back, perplexed. Then he broke into a smile, and the smile grew to 
a laugh. 

“How about that, Margie. You ever seen any white like this 
dude?” He clapped Lew on the shoulder and filled his glass. 

In fact, Margie was now staring at Lew. She raised her bifocals 
up to improve her vision. Her mouth popped open and then 
clamped shut. 

“He isn't white.” She hesitated. Ted glanced at her. “He can’t be. 
Look at him, it doesn’t take a syokwo to see.” 

“See what?” Ted stared into Lew’s eyes. 

“Snoquask. He's done this.” She glanced aver her shoulders and 
whispered, “He must be mad.” 

“That shiner’s got you seeing things. This here’s Betsy’s friend. 
What's your name?” 

“Lew. 

“Lew’s decided to leave everything to the proper authorities.” 

“You think the sheriff gives a hoot ’bout our problems?” 

“T never said nothing about any sheriff” 

“Oh! Oh, my! You don’t go off on your own again, Big Ted...” 

“Did you get a look at the blanket?” Lew asked her. 

“There was a rip in the package,” she remembered, keeping her 
eyes on him. “A word was stenciled on a corner of the blanket. It 
read ‘Queen.” 

“Queen? What does that mean?” 

“Tt was a ship’s blanket. I imagine Queen was part of the name 
of a ship?’ 

“What kind of ship?” 

“Over the years there must have been a fifty boats named 
Queen-this and Queen-that. It don’t mean a thing. It might as 
well have read ‘Lady’ or “King” 
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“Tm pretty certain whoever took the blanket killed Frank 
Nance and also Charlie George,” said Lew, “And now Betsy. 
Maybe the sheriff should handle this.” 

“And I was just starting to like you,” said Ted. “Too bad you 
got to go so soon.” Big Ted went and opened the door for him. 

“Didn't I warn you about Johnny? If he’s been telling you 
things you shouldn't hear, you just forget what he says. He's a 
crazy old bird, that’s all” 
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Chapter 25 


Graveyard Island 


It was after midnight when Lew pulled off the freeway at the 45th 
Street Exit in Seattle. He found a parking spot under the freeway 
bridge down by the canal and curled up on the back seat. The wolf 
dream came back to him, vivid, sanguinal. Only this time it wasn't 
Raven that watched him die, but Betsy, standing naked behind an 
alder, an inscrutable smile on her face. She stood and watched as 
they ripped him open. It was one of those dreams where you 
know you are dreaming, but can't stop anyhow. 

There is no pain in dreams. He didn't feel anything when the 
lead wolf worried off his left arm. Instead his mind strained to 
imagine what it would feel like, and failing to produce actual pain, 
managed to create a semblance of the emotional devastation such 
mayhem might create. Jags of terror walloped him, his heart raced 
and sweat seeped from every pore. He trembled and quaked, 
knowing it was not real but unable to calm the emotionally 
produced glandular response. 

He wasnt the pale, skinny, bearded type of fellow. The sort you 
would expect to be a professor: someone who shuts himself off in 
a musty library perusing manuscripts written in Old Icelandic or 
Sanskrit. Lew wouldnt have recognized Klein at all except that he 
walked back and forth past the statue of George Washington— 
who stood like Arthur Rex with a broadsword—like someone 
who was expecting to meet an old lover. As though his head kept 
telling him to leave, but every time he got twenty yards away his 
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dick turned him around again. The professor stood about six foot 
one, muscular, and darkly tanned. A bushy shock of black hair 
tumbled unmanageably over his forehead. Happy brown eyes 
surveyed Lew’s face. A slanted nose lorded over a broad, toothy 
grin. Lew wondered if he looked as odd to the professor as the 
professor did to him. 

“Professor Klein?” 

“Who are...?” 

“Betsy sent me. She can't make it.” Lew held out his hand. 
“Name's Lew. Lew Emery.” 

“Benny.” They shook hands. “You're looking for a specific 
legend?” 

“Right” 

“We've got 4,579 for you to chose from. The archives are in the 
basement of Thomas Hall. It’s right over there. Come along.” 

He turned and walked east. They crossed a brick plaza and a 
grassy quadrangle of ivy covered Gothic buildings before turning 
south through a row of horse chestnut trees. At last they found a 
set of double glass doors in the front of the expansive four-story 
building. Benny opened this with his key. Inside they turned into 
a corridor and rounded a corner, took some stairs down a flight to 
another, darker corridor, around a corner to a doorway. 

“Here we are.” 

The overhead fluorescent lights illuminated a double row of 
filing cabinets in the center of a long room. The walls were filled 
with shelves and these were crowded with hundreds of labeled 
binders. Benny handed Lew a pencil and pad, instructing him to 
write the name of the story. Lew spelled it the best he could. 

“Tm not sure about it. It sounds something like that,” 

“No one around here can agree on transliterations anyway. 
You say it’s Lamish?” 
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“Tve been told...” 

“That's funny, it looks more Northern, like maybe Comox. The 
name is vaguely familiar. We'll see. Have a seat; it may be a while.” 

He shuffled through the card catalogue, opening drawers, 
reading the cards, placing slips of paper in between them and 
opening still more drawers. Then he stopped. He closed all the 
drawers. 

Benny turned to face Lew, his voice suddenly sober. “Where is 
she?” 

It took a minute before he could manage the words. “She's 
dead.” 

“T know that, actually, I just wondered if you would try to blow 
me off” 

“The morning news. What did they report?” 

“You don't look as careless as they make you to be. I could be 
wrong...” 

“Someone killed her.” 

“Tell me about it.” 

Lew described what happened, starting with Charlie. 

“She called me yesterday. Oh god, she was so young.” 

“She was even younger when you dumped her” 

Benny sighed. “She knew so much. Yesterday, she didn't call 
me to ask me anything, she told me about Sotek Yoqueltez. And 
she told me I would find it here in the stacks, although I bet she 
had never been in this room in her life” 

“Then it does exist.” 

“Tt’s here in my pocket. I just wasn’t so sure about you, even 
after what she said...” 


“Show it to me.” 
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“Here, take a look.” He pulled a few sheets of paper out of his 
jacket and handed them Lew. At the top of the first sheet was a 
title: Sotek Yoqualtez. 

Lew browsed the page, puzzled. Benny noticed his discomfort 
and leaned around to offer some help. 

“Let me explain: The top third of each page is the 
transliteration of the legend as it was recorded, the next third is a 
morph-by-morph gloss, and the last is the English translation” 

Lew nodded blankly. 

“Let's get out of here,” Benny said, “I see too much of this 
room during the week.” 

He led Lew west, off campus, to the coffeehouse on lower 
Brooklyn Avenue. Lew reluctantly kept to a glass of water. He 
looked around the room. The students seemed much better 
dressed than in the eighties. 

“Even if youre not hungry, I am.” Benny spread butter and 
raspberry jam on his croissant and stuffed one end in his mouth. 
Lew turned and leaned against the wall, avoiding the havoc Benny 
was performing on his pastry. He began to read: 
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Sotek Yoqualtez (North-Wind Raiders) 


A Human wandered north in search of a mate. 
In the course of his trek he slowly used up 
all his possessions. Now he and his dog 
traveled hungry and lived on what’ they 
scrounged from the cold earth. 

One day he came upon the hut of a white 
man, Situated at the bottom of a tall cliff. 
The white man saw him coming, but made no 
attempt to kill him, instead, he invited the 
Human into his camp where he offered a share 
the last of his jerky beef. 
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Then the white man spoke, “There is gold 
up at the top of this cliff where the eagles 
roost. Help me get it and we will divide 
it". 


The Human responded, “How am I to do 
that?” 

“Tie your dog. The eagles will come down 
to feed,” the white man said. “Grab their 


legs and they will carry you up to their 
nest.” 

“My dog is dear to me. I cannot kill it. 
Besides, I do not need this gold,” the Human 
said. 

“Do not worry,” the white man promised, 
“I can bring your dog back to life.” 

Thinking the white man to be a powerful 
magician, the Human staked his dog and 
concealed himself nearby. 

Soon, the eagles came down and fed until 
there was nothing left of the dog but bones. 
When they made to fly away, the Human 
grabbed their legs and was lifted high into 
the sky, up to the nest of the eagles. 
Tucked down between the aerie’s branches 
were many ingots of gold. 

The eagles rested for a time, and then 
they flew away. 

“Throw down the gold!” shouted the white 
man. 

“First you must give life back to my 
dog,” the Human replied. 

Of course, the white man could not do 
this. He hollered and cursed at the Human. 

The eagles returned to find the Human 
crying in their nest. He told them of his 
dog and the white man’s promise. 

One eagle spoke to the Human, “Gold is 
all they think about. That is why the 
Headman of the People of the North asked us 
to hide their gold here, safe from their 
greed.” 
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The other eagle spoke, “Your dog was also 
quite delicious. We would like to thank you. 
Let us carry you to the village of the North 
People. There you may find the mate you 
seek. But we must wait until dark and you 
must cover yourself with soil so that you 
will not be seen from the ground.” 

The Human rubbed black soil on his face 
and arms until he was dark with it. When the 
eagles were not looking, however, he 
snatched an ingot of gold and tucked it into 
his jerkin, securing it with a strand of 
hide. 

When nightfall came the eagles instructed 
him to hold fast to their legs. Their 
journey would be long and if he tired he 
would fall. 

They carried him rapidly, high over 
mountain and river. The wind buffeted him 
and tore at his jerkin, which fell open, 
exposing the gold bar. In the moonlight it 
gleamed brightly. 

Below them, a band of whites on horseback 
noticed this yellow gleam passing overhead. 
They followed it northward, marking where it 
disappeared over the mountains. 

The eagles approached the village of the 
North People. They set the Human down by a 
stream and flew on 

The Human wrapped the gold again in the 
tatters of his jerkin and waited until 
daybreak before entering the village of the 
North People. 

In the early morning, he walked proudly 
to the longhouse of the Headman = and 
proclaimed that he had traveled many, many 
miles to wed the Headman’s daughter, who 
stood shyly in the doorway. The Headman was 
impressed by the length of the trek but not 
so by the sorry condition of this Human in 
his rags. 
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“My daughter deserves riches. What can 
you offer her?” 

“My people are well skilled in the art of 
catching the Chinook, and trapping muskrat 
and beaver.” 

“These talents are useful... but not 
uncommon.” 

The headman was about to dismiss the 
Human’s proposal. 

“Wait!” the Human pleaded. “There is, in 
my people’s country a plant that turns shit 
into gold.” 

“Show me this plant.” 

The Human pulled from his provision bag 
the last of the Camas root he carried. 

“Fat this,” he said, “and when you 
defecate your shit will be gold. But be very 
careful. Shitting gold is dangerous’ and 
painful. Many of my people have died. But 
those who learn the trick are wealthy beyond 
your dreams.” 

He offered the plant to the Headman, who 
hesitated. 

“You eat it,” he said, finally. “And we 
will see what happens.” 

“Very well,” said the Human, and he ate 
the camas root. 

They watched him for many hours until the 
Human announced that the time had come. They 
allowed him to go behind a giant fern, where 
he made loud cries as though his anus was 
being torn apart. During this time he took 
the ingot from his jerkin and smeared it 
with his own feces. This he then presented 
to the Headman, who grabbed the shit-stained 
gold with both hands to test the weight. The 
Human had seen the greed in the North 
People, and he knew his proposal would now 
be accepted. 

And so wedding arrangements were made. 
They were soon married and lived for many 
cold months in the North land. The Human 
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made plans to return south and promised to 
send back many golden turds to his father- 
in-law. 

But when the next spring came, the whites 
who had been following the path of the 
eagles reached the village. The Human saw 
them coming and quickly took his wife and 
fled into the forest. 

The whites killed many of the North 
People’s men with their guns, and stole the 
women they desired. They dug deep holes by 
the river, forcing the old people and 
children to do their labor. The Headman was 
inconsolable. How had the whites found them? 

One day the eagles returned to visit 
their friends. They told the Headman about 
the Human from the south, and about the 
missing ingot of gold. The Headman realized 
he had been fooled. He made his vow of 
revenge and pleaded with the eagles to 
assemble their kin and carry him and his 
warriors south. 

The Human and his bride travelled to the 
coast. He worked in a white settlement for 
many months to make money for their passage 
south. Finally they left the northland and 
came back to our waters. They bought a canoe 
for the remainder of their trip. 

The Human was happy; soon he would be in 
the land of his people. As they were passing 
Graveyard Island, he looked up and saw the 
eagles soaring on the North winds, and 
carrying in their talons the invading 
Raiders from the North. The Human and his 
bride hid themselves on the island, sinking 
their canoe to conceal their position. 

The Human and his bride hid for weeks on 
the island. Then a white man’s boat came 
close. The Human called out to him and 
arranged for them to be taken to _ the 
mainland. The white fellow anchored out in 
the channel and rowed to shore in his 
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dinghy. Spying the beautiful Headman’s 
daughter, he plotted to take her. 

The white man explained that he could 
only row one of them at a time, and went off 
with the woman first. But, instead of 
returning, he hoisted anchor and = was 
preparing to leave. The Human dove into the 
water and swam out to the boat. As he was 
boarding it the white man shot him and left 
him to drown. 

But the Human didn’t die. 

The North people fell on the Human’s 
village, killing many, searching in vain for 
their Headman’s daughter. On their return 
voyage they spotted the Human on the island. 
The Human told the Headman of the treachery 
of the white man. The Headman’s daughter was 
lost. 

They tortured the Human for his deceit 
and stupidity, but they did not kill him. 
Instead, they left him, blinded, on the 
island, warning all the nearby tribes to 
stay away. 

He lived there for many, many years. 

Every spring, when the canoes came by on 
their way to the summer grounds, people 
would call out, “Are you still alive?” 

He would answer, “Yes, I am.” 


Even today, people passing Graveyard 
Island in their boats will shout’ out 
“Kweitsa siwachikutla”... are you alive? 


And the wind answers them, “Yes, I am.” 


S$s 


Lew read the story twice. Nothing! Nothing in it to tell him what 
to do next, even less for Betsy to die over. 

Confused, he handed it over to Benny. 

“T don’t understand this at all. Read it, will you, and tell me 
what you think?” 
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Benny wiped his hands on his shirt, took the pages, and 
scanned them quickly. Then he shrugged and handed them back 
to Lew. 

“Tt’s an amalgam of parts from several other stories common 
in the region, with some neo-motifs. I would say it’s a fairly recent 
myth, due to the references to whites and gold” 

“Its main theme is deceit. The first white man deceives the 
man into killing his dog, and the second into trusting him with 
the bride. The man deceives the eagles by taking the gold, thereby 
betraying the location of the village to the whites, and he deceives 
the Headman with his shitting-gold routine. By the way, shitting 
gold is a common Lamishan joke.’ 

“That's all?” 

“What do you expect?” 

“T don't know. I was at least hoping there would be more 
specific information. But this all seems, well...so vague. I might as 
well be reading Uncle Remus.” 

“Usually, specific references are lost or altered over time. The 
core message remains, however, and is often strengthened and 
embellished. You notice that there is a mention of a specific 
place.” 

“There is?” 

He reread it again, there it was: Graveyard Island. 

“You mean there really is a ‘Graveyard Island’?” 

“Actually there are more than a few. The tribes on the Sound 
would often entomb their dead on remote islands. This removed 
the spirits from the tribal settlement grounds. The corpses and 
their unclaimed spirits were dangerous. You see, the dead are 
rather like spiritual toxic waste, the further away you keep from 
them, the safer you are. The tribes avoided these islands at night 
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and during sacred parts of the year, when the threat of spirit loss 
is most acute.” 

“Wait a minute. Spirit loss?” 

“Forget all your notions about possession, demons, devils: all 
that rot. When the Coast Salish talk about the spirit, they are 
really describing what we call ego, what the Hindus call 
ahamkara: the self-maker. Spirit loss is a type of externally 
produced perception. One ego is captured by another. I have seen 
enough convincing demonstrations of it to tell you it’s possible, 
only don't ask me how...” 

“You were saying,’ Lew wasn't looking for a testimonial, and 
he wasn’t about to confess to his own spirit loss experience. 
“There’s no way to know which of these islands is the island of the 
myth?” 

“To the contrary,’ Benny took back the pages, scanning the 
glosses again. “Reading through this text, it is obvious to me from 
the amount and frequency of loan words that this is not originally 
a Comox myth. I would bet that it is Nooksak or Lamish, 
probably the latter.” 

“Lamish!” 

Benny nodded. He was looking at his watch. 

“Again, I'm sorry about Betsy. I can see you two were more 
than just friendly. She was a fine lady. We'll both mourn for her. 
Yes, I certainly will. I left her, it’s true. But she never left me. Do 
you understand?” 

“I can't mourn for Betsy.” Lew replied. “Not yet. What I don't 
understand is that she chose death.” 

“T see, instead of you. Betsy always was a ‘true believer’ I can 
only hope she found what she was after.’ He pushed back his 
chair. 


“There is one more thing...” said Lew. 
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“Yes?” 

“What do you know about the White Dance?” 

“I should ask you the same thing. Most people call it by its 
other translation: the Ghost Dance.” He settled forward. 

“Tve heard of that. What was it?” 

“In the late nineteenth century, Ghost Dancing spread from 
coastal California all the way to the plains,” Benny explained. 
“The dancers would smear their bodies with ash and dress in 
special costumes covered with pieces of metal and bright ribbons. 
The dance was supposed to realize an apocalyptic vision in which 
the whites were swallowed up by the earth. It also was used to 
make what they call the ‘warring power’ Before battle they would 
dance a strange, subdued, jerky sort of dance. Then they would 
ride straight in front of the cavalry fusillades. Their ghost shirts 
were supposed to protect them. It was the wrong idea, I believe. It 
was, however, the last hope of these people, the only way they 
could cope with the threat of culture death. But my point is this— 
they weren't merely ‘Ghost Dancers’ We've been wrong all these 
years...” 

“Wrong?” 

“The traditional Ghost Dance is an ancient one designed to 
assuage the dead ancestors. However, the word that means ghost 
has another common meaning. It also means white. Don't you see 
—they were White Dancers. Their costume and manners and 
dance were all done in an imitation of the way that whites dressed 
and danced. They mistook technological superiority for a form of 
magic power. They thought that they could achieve this power by 
becoming like the whites. Their last hope rested on their 
becoming like their enemy.’ 
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Lew imagined the scene: men, covered with white ash, 
wearing shirts with imitation medals, dancing a somber waltz 
around the fire, and then riding straight for the Cavalry riflemen. 

“What about the Salish? Were they White Dancers as well?” 

“Not as a group. However, a few of the more powerful 
shamans were instrumental in promulgating the white dance 
belief throughout the interior of the Northwest.” 

“Chuckanut Johnny?” 

“Come on!” 

“What?” 

“Hed have to be over a hundred and forty years old” 

“The Clan,’ Lew whispered to himself. Benny caught this. 

“What? How?” 

“Betsy told me.” 

“Jesus, it took me years to get her to open up about The Clan.” 

“Years and more, a lot of promises, I imagine.” 

“And you? What did you promise her?” 

“You used her. You took her words and abandoned her heart. I 
loved her.” 

“So did I, my friend. So did I” Benny inspected his face with a 
long, searching stare. “You are the one. Aren't you? After all the 
others, you're the one he chose.” 

“Maybe he likes my sense of humor.” 

“That’s something Johnny doesn't have. You aren't part 
Lamish, are you?” 

“Not at all. In fact, like most folks, I looked on the Natives 
around the Sound as, well, sort of local color, like the rain and the 
driftwood. You know what I mean? And then Johnny showed up, 
and suddenly I see everything differently. There is something out 
there. Something important and hidden and...glorious. It wants 

me, and what’s more...” 
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“You now want it, too. That makes all the difference.” 

They sat in silence for a minute. A sudden notion entered 
Lew’s head. 

“Someday, you will join The Clan,” Lew said, speaking this 
thought. 

Benny eyed him carefully. “Why did you say that?” 

“Isn't this what you want?” 

“All I want is a good book deal.” 

“Dont fool yourself. The book is just an alibi. Keep to your 
vision and you will realize it,’ Lew said, knowing this was true, 
but still not comprehending what it meant. 

“There was another person who told me that almost word-for- 
word. But I didn’t believe him either.” 

“Belief, as Johnny says, don’t mean shit.” 

“This guy lived way north on Vancouver Island. A crazy old 
codger, hed babble for hours in a language nobody could 
understand. I recorded him once and sent the tape over to the 
linguistics department. Turns out he was speaking a dialect of a 
language called Tamil, which is spoken in the south of India.” 

“Was his name Kwaskedan?” 

“How...?” Benny’s mouth opened and stayed open. 

“Betsy told me about him. Even his short arm accident.” 

“Hardly an accident, it was done to him by a band of female 
shamans in the mountains of South India. When I received the 
transcript of the translation, it was clear that Kwaskedan had 
become an adept in the Indian—“India” Indian, I mean— 
tradition. The tale he told me was a prophecy: A dark-eyed 
woman would appear. She would wield truth like a sword. She 
would ride the two-headed serpent. She would bring back the 
power. She would be protected by a man who could fly to the sun 
on the back of a mallard. The man’s face would be white, but his 
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heart red. He would be the warrior and would carry the sword of 
the poet...” 

“Sword of the poet?” 

“T haven't figured it all out quite yet. Oh, yes. Our man is also 
supposed to have not one, but two navels.” 

They sat, immersed, perhaps, in their own dim recognition of 
the qweykwa. 

“I must be going,’ Benny said after a time, “I’m awfully sorry 
about Betsy. I hope I have been of some small assistance to you.” 

They shook hands and the professor walked out into the gray 
drizzle. 

It was then that Lew remembered what Betsy had said: “We 
got it all backwards.” 

The waitress came by with the bill. 
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Chapter 26 


The Jesus Nut 


The Washington State Institute was a mental hospital built back in 
the twenties, a time when hospital architects could not decide 
whether they were building prisons or resort hotels. WSI 
(pronounced “wussy") ended up a bit of both; several two-story 
buildings with small, barred double-hung windows and long 
linoleum clad corridors were surrounded by resplendent grounds 
where camellia hedges hid the barbed wire and towering cedar 
groves provided a silvan, camp-like effect. The buildings were 
covered with ivy, which softened their penitentiary facades. 
Larry’s pick-up truck was parked in front of a sign that read 
“Administration.” Larry looked up as Lew pulled along side. 

After his talk with Professor Klein, Lew had called Larry and 
arranged to meet at the hospital. Larry reported that the doctors 
were now suggesting that the boy’s derangement was irreversible; 
the kid had initially responded well to shock therapy; the results 
were transient, and the effects were becoming less viable. If they 
wanted to talk with him, today might be their last chance. Lew 
figured he could make it in two hours, and they set up a time 
before lunch. In his eagerness and anticipation, he pushed the 
Dodge to the limit of its ability to hold the twisting, rain-slick 
roads. The speed took his attention away from the depressing fact 
of this boy: Here was another person who, like Betsy, had 
followed the old White Dancer toward this qweykwa of his, and 
who had suffered irreparably from his devotion. Death and 
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insanity, Johnny dealt these from anywhere in the deck. But then 
maybe only a lunatic could sift the cosmic wisdom out from the 
dangerous nonsense Johnny was peddling. Anyhow, Lew needed 
to meet this person, to confront the actuality of failure, before he 
could really decide what to do about Johnny. 

“T heard about your boat accident,” Larry said. “That's rough” 

“Tt wasn't any accident.” 

“No?” 

“They were after Charlie's sister. They killed Betsy.” 

“Betsy George. McBride roasted my ass good on that one. I 
sure wish you hadn't played stupid on me there” 

“You knew?” 

“Sure, only I wanted you to give her up. You should’ve trusted 
me. I would have taken her in, asked her a few questions, let her 
go. Shed be alive right now.’ 

“How did you find out?” 

“Betsy wasn't a suspect, and she wouldn't talk to me anyhow, 
now would she? My only chance was that shed whisper 
something to you. Between the sheets, who knows what a bitch'll 
say? You find out anything useful, youd tell of Larry, am I right? 

“She won't talk to anybody anymore” 

“Tt could be that the accident might have been planned for 
Johnny.” 

“Or for me.” 

“Who knew which of you was going to drive your boat that 
day?” 

“Nobody.” They had only planned it that morning, up in her 
room. Who could have known? 

“Somebody might have seen ol Johnny come in on your boat 
the night before last. He comes in on a boat, maybe he goes out 
on the same boat. So now maybe you'll tell me what she told you 
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—who’ after Johnny? Who tied him up and sent him down with 
his gill-netter? Who torched his shack? Who hates him that 
much? Charlie and Johnny had an argument, I’ve been told. But 
Charlie’s dead. Then there's Frank.” 

“Frank?” The mention of Frank Nance took Lew off guard. 
How much did Larry know? 

“You remember Frank. Derelict down in Seattle, someone 
stomped him the other night. A Seattle detective called, said a 
couple of folks were asking around for Frank. Seems a woman 
called the Intertribal Council to come and pick him up. Said her 
name was Betsy George. Then Frank gets himself dead” 

“We had a talk with Frank. He was a friend of Charlie's. Betsy 
called the Council. Frank was dead when we left him—dead 
drunk that is—but he was all right.” 

“T figured that much. Seattle cops would like to talk with you, 
however. I’m going to have to give them your name. Who's doing 
the killing, Lew? You hold out on me, my friend, and I'll bust your 
ass good.” 

“Dont you think I want to know who killed Betsy?” 

“The blast that did your boat, it sounds like an Indian trick 
they used back in the fishing rights war. They planted bombs on 
their own boats, then they blamed it on the whites. It got them on 
national TV, and brought the press out like jackals hunting for 
racists everywhere. Probably won the trial for them. I was sure 
Johnny was behind it. He’s a tricky bastard. The boats were all 
insured, so it didn't cost them much.” 

“Howd they do it?” 

“The devices were very simple, pieces of sodium coated in 
paraffin and placed in the fuel tank. The depth of the coating 
provides a delay. The fuel slowly dissolves the paraffin, exposing 
the sodium to trace water vapor in the tank, it ignites and...” 
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Larry made a two-handed gesture, his palms expanding outward 
in a mock explosion. “Nothing mechanical to be found in any 
investigation. Hell, gasoline vapor’s as good as dynamite. It might 
as well just be accidental.” 

“You're not saying I blew up my own boat?” 

“Now why would you do that?” Larry laughed and clapped 
him on the shoulder. “I got two, maybe three days yet to wrap 
these murders all up in nice package for McBride before I have to 
start thinking about you as a suspect, ol’ buddy. So should you 
remember anything that might help Larry out, Larry’s the first to 
know. You got me?” 

“First to know.” Lew reminded himself not to underestimate 
the deputy again. But he hesitated about telling him of Captain 
Qwemuth and the blanket. Something that Larry said wasn’t 
right. 

“You call me, day or night. I'd appreciate it. Now let’s see if this 
wacko is ready to talk.” Larry led the way into the administration 
building. They were escorted by a young physician into another 
building, where a ritual procession of keys in locks admitted them 
into the ward. The young man’s cell required an additional key to 
complete their transformation from the world that had been 
pronounced sane and normal by a silent, uncaring majority, to a 
room that was deemed fit for a uniquely non-sane young man. 

Jim Morgan, dressed in faded blue duck pants and work shirt 
with WSI stenciled front and back, looked up from his bed. Jim 
looked up at the noise of their entry. From his eyes it was clear he 
didn't actually see them. Then Lew remembered—the boy was 
blind. He looked up like he expected the worst, was resigned to it. 
As though anyone who came through the door was capable and 
probably intent on causing him serious bodily injury. Like maybe 
Lew was coming to take him where they perform the treatments. 
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Fry his brain some more. Lew wondered if what these doctors did 
to him seemed any more reasonable than what had happened 
with Johnny. 

“Howdy, Jim,” said Larry, friendly as could be. “You're looking 
mighty good today. I figure you might be ready to get out of here.” 
“Out?” Jim's voice, queerly disconnected from any outward 

sign of affect, echoed this thought. 

“Sure, soon as you tell us what ol’ Johnny slipped in your beer, 
we can see about letting your momma take custody of you again.” 

“Momma.” 

“That's right, son. Now we got us a nice doctor here as a 
witness and I brought a friend along. So speak up. What was it? 
LSD? MDA? Mescaline? Angel dust?” 

“Angel...” 

“He said ‘angel dust; I knew it! You heard him.’ Larry turned 
around for confirmation. 

“T missed it,” said Lew. “It sounded like he was repeating your 
words back to you.” 

“I think you're wasting your time, gentlemen,” said the doctor. 
“He's in no condition to answer you responsibly. Nothing he says 
would hold up in court? 

“Shit, doc, you mean that old bastard can put him in this 
condition, and he can't even testify?” 

“Bastard.” Jim mumbled. 

“Dont you ‘bastard’ me, you little shit. And no more of that 
‘Snoquask; talk either. I know what that means.” 

“Snoquask!” Jim broke suddenly for the door, which was still 
open. In his blind rush, he misjudged his initial trajectory and 
slammed face first into the wall beside the door, bounced back 
and sat down heavily on the floor. 
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“Jesus, boy, you can't even find the damn door!” Larry picked 
him up by his arms and dropped him on the bed. 

“You folks better leave. You're agitating him.” The doctor 
motioned them to the door. 

“Let me stay a minute with him?” Lew asked. 

“Come on, man, the kid’s a veg.” Larry had already gone out 
into the ward. 

“Is he violent?” Lew pressed his request. 

“No? 

“Neither am I. Let me talk to him, doctor, please.” 

“What's your interest?” The doctor was impatient, but not 
outwardly unreasonable. 

“T just think that maybe he'll talk to me.” 

“Five minutes, Pll be watching from outside.” The doctor 
closed the door after him. 

Lew sat next to the young man. Jim sat hunched forward, face 
down. He sat still, with a lack of motion that signaled constant 
effort, rather than indicating relaxation. 

“Jim, listen to me. I’m a friend of Johnny’s. Do you 
understand? What I mean is the old guy has something planned 
for me. He expects me to involve me in these...these parties he 
performs out in the forest with frogs and beavers and ravens.” 

“Raven.” Jim’s breath sucked in. He turned his head slowly 
until he faced Lew. “Snoquask!” The word escaped his mouth like 
a fart, something foul and untamed. The word terrified him as he 
said it. 

“Snoquask! That’s right, Chuckanut Johnny. Black tamamus...” 

“Tamamus! Yes!” The boy began to quiver and his hands 
moved to cover his eyes. 

As Lew watched the boy acquired a sound, a discordant 
melody. Again Lew sensed the green layer of bright noise that 
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surrounded his own body, but when he looked over to the boy, it 
wasnt there, except on his head, where an envelope of red bands 
wound around his face, and an angry clamor like the confusion of 
a swarm of killer bees. Red! The color meant something, he was 
sure of it. Yes! Raven’s feather. Johnny had warned him about 
seeing red. 

“You opened your eyes.” 

“Yes. Oh, God!” the boy whimpered. 

“T can help you, I think.” He had stored the Raven's feather in 
one of his pockets, he searched through them, shirt and jacket, 
before he found it in the inside pocket of his jacket. When he 
pulled out the feather it blazed green, like an emerald laser, but it 
also sang a curious tune, this time with a vocal harmony, a strange 
libretto wound around outlandish instrumentals. The song of 
Raven. The boy heard it too and dove away, crashing headlong 
into the far corner, where he huddled whimpering. 

Lew moved toward the boy. “This will help.” He considered the 
possibility that it might also kill. After all, what did he know? 
Obviously the boy needed something he couldn't get here. So Lew 
held the feather out and gently pressed it flat against the boy’s 
eyes. 

“Close your eyes,’ he instructed. The boy obeyed. Already the 
red bands were disbursing, and Lew could sense a faint green 
shimmer return to the boy’s skin. 

“Hold the feather to your eyelids.” He put the boy’s hand to it, 
and the boy took hold of the feather. “Keep your eyes shut until 
you feel it is right to open them again. If you see red, close them 
and hold the feather against them. You'll be all right. Now talk to 
me. What did Johnny do to you?” 

“He took me to Graveyard Island,” The boy’s voice cracked as 
he tried not to cry. “He left me there with Raven. Raven grabbed 
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my shoulders and flew me to the other place. I was scared and I 
opened my eyes. Just for a peek. Oh, mamma, mamma...” He was 
bawling, but he held the feather in front of his eyes. 

The door opened. “What the hell’s going on in here?” 

Lew turned. The doctor was coming through the door, Larry 
at his heels. Neither of them showed a trace of green. When he 
looked at his own hand the song was already fading. 

“What is he holding?” The doctor came up to Jim and tried to 
grab the feather away. Lew pulled him back. 

“Outside, doctor, please?” He herded the doctor and the deputy 
back out the door. “Doctor, whatever you did is starting to work” 
He had to stop the doctor from ripping the feather from the poor 
lad’s hand: sending Jim Morgan's song back to Raven, and for 
good this time. “I was chatting with him and I showed him a 
feather, a simple feather. The feather triggered something...” 

“A catharsis. We've been hoping...” 

“Why a feather?” Lew asked. Doctors, well, they love to 
answer questions, particularly ones they haven't the faintest idea 
about. 

“That’s very simple,’ The doctor glanced into the room, 
nodding, as words continued to roll out of his mouth: “...the 
feather is phallic object, representing the male authority that 
young Jim requires in order to feel strong enough to overcome his 
sickness. The feather is a fetish, an iconic artifact that allows Jim 
to externalize his mental disorder. This is a potentially pivotal 
event. It allows Jim to believe he can remove the external causes of 
his disorder, placing them in the feather. Unfortunately, the cure 
does nothing to repair the internal causes for mental illness. We 
still have a lot of work in front of us.” 

“Td feel terrible if that kid were set back because I did 
something stupid.” Lew frowned. 
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“Dont worry. Almost any change in his condition would have 
been an improvement. It can’t hurt to observe him for a while, I 
guess. Perhaps now we can get him talking and find out what’s 
really troubling him.” 

“When can I question him again?” Larry said. 

“Next week at the earliest. I don’t want to risk a relapse. I'll 
take you back to the administration building” 

Lew looked into the room. Jim huddled in the corner. Both 
hands pressed the feather to his eyelids, above the beginnings of a 
smile. A soft rhapsody pervaded the room, transforming it into a 
place of quiet sanity, a sanctuary against the insane ignorance of 
those who made the rules outside. 

SSs 

Above, cumulus puffs swelled and blackened into 
thunderheads, riding ponderously over the treetops and 
drenching the already sodden landscape. The Dodge's wipers 
clattered, while its defroster hummed vigorously, and still lost 
ground against the mist that fogged the windshield forcing Lew to 
use his sleeve to wipe it. For a time he had only the sky, the rain 
bursts, and his scattered thoughts. 

He sifted through the events of the last days, grasping for 
continuity, for any thread of reason that would again connect him 
to his previous existence—back when Indians were simple 
working folks who fished and drank and spent their evenings 
watching TV. Back when animals, trees, and rocks were only part 
of the scenery; when young women didn't scream out with visions 
too real to hold in and too awful to tell. Back to the time before he 
had felt the scabby touch of madness, the eyes of the shaman, the 
death of one so alive. 

Lew was startled to realize how small his hopes had become. 
Had he been whipped so soundly? Was there no room for faith? 
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Faith. The old White Dance was about faith. Look what it got 
them. They tell you it’s what keeps your chopper in the sky, and 
the bullets from your skin. Faith got Betsy killed. Faith in Johnny, 
and in me, he knew. Lew could not imagine himself as a shaman. 
He didn’t even want to. A pro quarterback, maybe, or a point 
guard for the Sonics, or someone with a good business and couple 
of nice kids. Why didn’t anyone ask him what his fantasies were? 
Not that he ever expected them to happen. 

If Betsy was right, none of us are really capable of finding our 
dream. This was stolen from us before we were born. They took 
the piece that holds everything together —like the “Jesus nut” that 
connects the rotors to the frame of a helicopter. If the Jesus nut 
fails, your machine will rip into a thousand deadly spinning 
pieces, a flying food processor with you inside. A smart pilot will 
check the Jesus nut every time he flies. 

No, it did make some sense. Look around: We're all spinning 
in a senseless direction, no center, no purpose but self- 
destruction. And before we destroy ourselves we plan to do some 
radical damage— child abuse, spouse abuse, drug abuse; Agent 
Orange, toxic waste, car bombs, flying jetliners into skyscrapers: 
all because we lost a lousy two-dollar hunk of will, a little Jesus 
nut in our soul. So we keep flying apart and crashing into one 
another, over and over. 

He remembered the tail of a dream he had last night, when he 
finally got some sleep on the back seat of the Dodge. In this 
dream he was crawling in a rocky beach, scuttling over the 
barnacle-sharpened stones on his belly. Johnny strode along 
beside him. Lew kept asking him the same question. Every time 
he did, Johnnyd shout, “Hold still, goddammit! This is for you.” 
Then hed bash Lew in the head with that cedar board of his. 
Johnny changed into that old Japanese Zen master of Sumi’s. Lew 
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tried to crawl faster and keep his mouth shut, but a few yards 
down the beach hed blurt it out again: “Why me?” Whap! The 
board would answer: Why not? 

The repaired Forest Service Sikorsky stood waiting in the rain. 
Its new pontoons were bright aluminum, as they hadn't been 
painted yet. When he returned to Midnight Island he had several 
hours worth of reports to fill out on this whole episode. He had 
been counting his adventures with Johnny against his sick leave. It 
could get interesting if they asked him for a doctor’s report. He 
cruised below the cloud cover, weaving around Whidbey Island, 
cutting south of Lopez and then north to Midnight Island and 
home. Darkness was closing fast on the first Sunday of March. 
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Chapter 27 


Wolf Quest 


She was there at the runway to meet him. Sumi buried her face 
against Lew’s chest and sobbed quietly, her adamantine 
composure cracking. He sensed some of the warmth she showed 
that morning when he awoke next to her. But this time she was 
not retreating into herself; she was reaching out. Reaching out for 
someone he might have been, a few days before. Unaware that he 
was already far down the trail leading...where? 

“Why?” she whispered. 

He couldn't answer her. He didn't know why. Or who. Instead, 
he put his arms around her. She shivered in the cold breeze. They 
made the path down toward the station. 

“Here; he said, guiding her through the door. “Come up and 
Pll tell you what happened.” 

Lew lit a fire in the stove and they sat. He told her about the 
bomb, about Margie and the blanket, and about going to Seattle to 
find the legend. 

“Murdered,” she groaned. “The radio said it was an accident. 
When there was no word on you, I was frightened you were 
also...” 

“Sure, an accident by design. The explosion of the boat’s fuel 
tank could have killed us both, say, or Johnny, had he taken the 
boat back out.” 

“Who would do this?” She stared into the fire. 
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“T don't know. We've got nasty punks riding a crime wave. 
We've got some mystery shaman who eats people. Of course then 
there's Johnny.” 

“He wouldn't hurt Betsy.” 

“Right. Only I’ve got this feeling that we've been looking in the 
wrong direction. Johnny’s been feeding us a load of spirit crap, 
while everyone else is in this for the money. There’s Captain 
Qwemuth. His wife got beat up badly yesterday. Big Jim might 
have figured Johnny did it and set a bomb for the old coot. I can't 
even imagine anyone trying to hurt Betsy. Strangest thing, she 
knew it was coming.” 

“Oh, God. How?” 

“Tm certain she finally had that vision she had been avoiding. 
She knew it in advance. Why did she go on? Maybe I'll 
understand her someday...afterwards.” He was having difficulty 
disguising the hatred that again welled up inside of him. 

Sumi caught this and hesitated before asking. “After what? 
What are you planning?” 

He shrugged. After I find them, he realized. After gunfire and 
more death. 

“After all this is over,’ he said. 

They sat in silence for a long while. 

“Can I see the legend?” she asked. 

He pulled it out of his pocket. “You know, if Johnny doesn't 
show up in about three minutes, I’m gonna eat my entire 
refrigerator and spit out the metal.” 

“Drink some water,’ she mumbled, intent on the story. 

She read it quickly several times, disappointed. “That's all of 
it?” 

“Every word.” 

“Not much to go on. It’s too bad you didn’t see the blanket.” 
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“Margie only caught a corner, where the word queen was 
woven into it” 

“Did you say queen?” 

“Queen, for boats that’s like Smith or Jones. Could mean 
anyone or anything.” 

“Not Tyee?” 

“No, queen. Why?” 

“Gunnar’s boat was named Tyee.” 

“Who's Gunnar?” 

“Listen to this,’ she briefed him on her conversation with Eric. 
“They've covered up Gunnar’s death and there's no record of 
Skeena’s child. My guess is that the child is really Eric’s 
grandfather, not his great-uncle. It’s just a hunch. I don’t even 
think Eric knows for sure. Something terrible happened, 
something they spent years forgetting. If we only had a way to 
relate the myth to an actual time or place...” 

“Professor Klein did seem to think that the island of the story 
was Lamish Island.” 

“Lamish Island?” she mused, “That can't be right.” She reached 
over for her bag and pulled out a sheaf of photocopies. After I saw 
Mr. Knudsen, I dropped by the Islander and had a look through 
their archives.” 

She laid everything out on the table. 

“I don’t remember anything about Lamish Island, though. 
What do you think?” 

Lew stared at the papers. “I think a little ketchup, maybe some 
pepper, and I could eat the whole lot” 

“Forget your stomach, will you? We've got to figure this out.” 

An hour later they were still looking. 

“Gold, he mused. 

“Gold?” 
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“Ted said that Charlie told Margie something about there 
being plenty of gold for everyone. Look at these papers— 1898; 
every other article is about the Klondike. Too bad the Tyee was 
just a tug from Point Roberts.” 

“Are you saying there was another boat? Wait!” She reached 
for the photocopies of the old newspapers, shuffling through 
them excitedly. 

“Look!” She pointed to a headline that read, “Missing Bank 
Officer Suspected in Gold Fraud” 

“See the date? That’s the same day the Tyee was lost;’ she 
noted. 

He scanned the article. A load of gold dust shipped from 
Skagway had been discovered to be iron filings in Seattle. The 
bank officer in charge of the shipment had disappeared. 

“So what?” 

“Look closer,’ she said, “look at the name of the ship.” 

He looked. It was the S.S. Deccan Queen. 

“Well...2” 

“Look here.’ She handed him another page. “Guess who 
owned the Deccan Queen?” 

“Damn!” There it was. He read the article. The ship was 
purchased in 1892 from the estate of the Maharaja of Mysore. It 
was 180 feet by 24 feet, 320 tons. A fast yacht, she had a license to 
carry 150 passengers. Her compound engines gave her a ten-knot 
cruising speed. The paper called her “the pride of the Knudsen 
Fleet.” 

“But the papers say it was the bank officer. In fact...” he 
glanced through the lead article again, reading from it. “...the 
shipment was sealed in Skagway and unsealed in Seattle’ There's 
nothing here at all about Gunnar Knudsen.” 
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“Tll bet my ketch he was a passenger and that all that gold was 
somehow transferred onto the Tyee. And the Tyee somehow 
ended up on...” 

“Lamish Island. The legend...!” 

“When do we sail?” She looked at him expectantly, her eyes 
bright, both hands flat on the table. 

“Hold on--just wait a minute,’ he protested. “If the Knudsens 
had stolen it, the gold would have been spent long ago.” 

“They lost it?” 

“You don't lose 6,000 ounces of gold.” 

“You do if your boat goes down where it wasn’t supposed to 
be. The tug was headed for Orcas; no one would know to look for 
it around Lamish Island. The gold must still be there with the 
Tyee! Three people are dead, and two of them were known to be 
looking for a blanket from the Deccan Queen. Do you know what 
youd find if you vacuumed that blanket? Traces of gold, Alaskan 
gold. My guess is that Gunnar wrapped the sacks of bullion in the 
S.S. Deccan Queen's blankets when he transferred them to the 
tug. Gold! Yes, gold and murder are good friends.” Her eyes 
maintained their adventurous gleam. “Remember The Treasure of 
Sierra Madre?” 

“Dont get me wrong. I’m not saying it’s impossible...” 

“I know, highly unlikely. Maybe as unlikely as an Native 
American shaman picking you for his apprentice, huh?” 

“Where is he, anyhow? Id like to ask him about all this.” 

“But first we've got to get to Lamish Island. You heard your 
deputy friend: They tortured poor Charlie. What if he told them 
about the gold? And those men who have the blanket. They might 
be ahead of us. Come on. What’s wrong with you?” 
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Lew had laid his head down on the table, cradled in his arms. 
He was dead tired and dog hungry. The scene of Betsy’s death still 
clung to him. 

Hot tears dropped on the table. They were his. A decade of 
hurt burst inside of him and flooded out. His shoulders shook 
and his hands, which held his head, trembled. He had found the 
strength to cry for Betsy, and with his tears—his injury so acute 
that each corrosive tear cut him as it fell—he discovered a quiet 
reservoir of passion he had long abandoned, a flame that he had 
sealed within the steel confines of his hate. And he knew, ina 
final, terrible joy, he was whole again. 

Sumi quietly left the table, letting Lew’s emotions play out. 
Then she came up behind and leaned over him. She held him with 
her strong arms and gently pulled his face upward in her hands. 
Softly she kissed the tears away from his eyes. 

“Come along,’ she said, “You must be tired. And you know 
what their women did for Lamishan warriors who were tired.” 

He stood and she moved to embrace him, pressing him into 
her torso with her hands stretching along his spine. 

“I decided,” she whispered, “No, I guess I realized, when I 
thought you might have been killed...” 

“Listen to me,’ he pulled away from her, firmly, and without 
mistake. “I can't give up her memory, not even for you. Not just 
like that. I just can’t do it” 

“You know she found her vision and the courage to make it 
meaningful” 

“Meaningful? How can her death be anything but senseless 
and brutal and meaningless?” He peered out of the window into 
the darkness and sensed the other approach. 
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“Lew, I’m not saying that her death was anything else but 
tragic. However, she did have a vision and she made the decision 
not to run from it. Please...” 

She came up to him and held his face in her hands. 

“You must allow her the wisdom of her actions, the beauty of 
her strength. Don't forget these when you remember her.” 

“She never told it!” he shouted, disconsolate. 

Her eyes, bright and knowing, ranged over his face. He sensed 
that she had stepped over the barrier she kept around herself. Her 
powerful, self-determined spirit now pulled her to him, and not 
away. Now he realized why Sumi waited so carefully for love. It 
was a mountain for her—an escarpment without a hope of safe 
descent. She was up there now, alone, knowing that if he 
abandoned her, the cost of her survival would be massive. 

He put his hand behind her neck and drew her into a lingering 
kiss, and he could sense her total abandonment. He also sensed 
the nearing presence of another. 

“Come in,” he whispered, pulling back. 

There was a knock on the door. 

Sumi looked at him, a flash of apprehension in her eyes. Lew 
kissed her forehead lightly. 

“Tt’s Johnny,” he said. 

Gently pulling away from her, he moved toward the stairs. 

Lew found the door. 

“Tm here, little one” A quiet voice came through the oak. 

“Johnny?” 

“You called me here. Might as well let me in” 

Lew pulled door open. 

“You have her here. That is good. The other looks for her.” 
Johnny scowled as he dropped his canvas duffel on a chair and 
shucked his wet slicker. “Betsy’s loss leaves us without our vision. 
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But I’m pleased that you survived. Together we'll punish those 
who did this monstrous thing.” 

He put his hand on Lew’s shoulder like a blessing. Lew 
watched him suspiciously. Betsy had been deathly afraid of the 
old man, and she knew him far better than Lew did. 

“Tve some questions for you,’ said Lew. “Where were you 
yester...” 

“You have some questions,’ Johnny replied, in mocking tones, 
“But they will wait.” 

“Listen,” Lew shouted, “You can talk, or you can walk” 

“Dont be stupid,’ Johnny said brusquely. 

Sumi peeked down at them. 

“Hello, Johnny,” she called. 

Johnny went to the stairs and climbed them quickly, leaving 
Lew to follow. He had seated himself by the stove when Lew 
reached the top of the stairs. Sumi came by with a cup of coffee. 
Johnny took the offered cup and leaned back in the chair. 

Johnny took a deep gulp. “It’s on San Juan Island,” he said. 

“What's that?” Sumi asked. 

“Their hiding place is on San Juan Island,’ he said. “Lew was 
wondered where they were hiding” 

“Okay, so you know where they are,’ she said, “But we know 
why they were after Charlie.” 

“Yes?” Johnny raised one eyebrow. 

“Gold: 6,000 ounces of gold in twelve 500-ounce bags! That’s 
about two and a half million dollars on today’s market, Johnny. 
Two and a half excellent reasons to kill for...if you're that type, 
and there’s a lot of that type out there.” 

“Such as...?” He looked at the ceiling. 

“Eric Knudsen!” Sumi exclaimed. 

“Big Ted Qwemuth,’ Lew added. 
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“Not to mention Hamatsa,’ added Johnny, “and your deputy 
friend. How many people would Larry Cunningham kill for two 
and a half million dollars? Big football star like him wouldn't want 
to end up a pissant deputy.’ 

“Larry's a jerk, that doesn’t make him dishonest. You know 
who’ doing this. Tell us, old man” 

Johnny’s head nodded slowly. He sighed deeply. “You've done 
well, little ones, but you're wrong.” He shifted in his chair, 
bringing his head forward. “There is no gold. The young ’Skins 
were after me, not Charlie.” 

“What...?” Sumi blurted. 

“It is a festering anger. Their grandfather, the old bastard, had 
himself a load of syphilis on top of stomach cancer. I took one 
look at him and knew he was a goner. Sure enough, he died 
quicker than a snake in a stream. His wife, the old biddy, spread 
the lie that I stole Jacob’s spirit. She goaded her niece's husband to 
come and kill me, must have been thirty years ago. Snuck up on 
me with an axe. Sure, like I couldn't hear him coming from the 
next county! I scared George Canloops pretty good, I did.” 

“Scared him?” Lew said. 

“T ain't really scared you yet, have I. You would not like it, take 
my word.” 

“Hell, it scares me just to look at you. What happened then?” 

“T must have scared him good, ‘cause I haven't seen him in 
many a year. He told his wife he was out looking for the tamamus. 
But he was only chasing skirts and someone else's heyda. His 
nephews are no better.” Little peckerwoods took to selling drugs. 
Bought themselves a fast boat. But not fast enough, when the time 
comes.” Johnny's voice rose with his anger. “These boys, they were 
just coming after me, like their uncle. Maybe I should have scared 
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them, too, but then I doubt they know enough to be afraid of an 
old goat like me.” 

“But the legend, the blanket—everything leads to the Tyee, to 
the missing gold...” Sumi insisted. 

“Yes,” said Johnny, “But it’s nothing but a made-up story. Old 
Kwaskedan, he loved to fool the whites.” 

He finished his coffee and settled back. “Betsy is gone, so we 
don't have our syokwo. It is very dangerous, particularly for you, 
little one” 

“All this has nothing to do with the murders?” asked Sumi, 
looking over the papers spread on the table. 

“Tm telling you they wanted me dead. Only I’m not so easily 
killed? 

“You said you found their hideaway.” said Lew. 

“Regrettably, too late for young Betsy. What are you 
planning?” 

“Where is this hideout?” 

“There’s a small inlet off Andrew’s Bay called Smallpox Bay, on 
the east side of San Juan Island. Their cabin is just back from the 
south point.” 

“How did you find them?” Sumi asked. 

“You remember the stick?” he looked at Lew, “There on your 
boat?” 

“I remember,’ said Lew. He remembered it almost pulling off 
his arms. 

“Well, it’s very good at finding things. It led me right to them,” 
Johnny said matter of factly. He shifted close to the ebbing fire. 
Then he paused, and leaned his head as if listening intently. “Do 
you feel it?” 

“Feel what?” said Sumi. 


Snoquask 367 


“No!” he cried. He reached out and touched her forehead. 
Sumi’s head lolled back, and she slumped against the sofa. 

“What have you done?” Lew demanded. 

He went over to her and shook her shoulder gently. She gave a 
low moan and began to slide sideways. Lew caught her and lifted 
her in his arms. 

“The other. It was searching. Suddenly, I knew it was looking 
for her. This is very bad, little one. Anyhow she is safe for a time. 
She will sleep through the night. Take her upstairs, then we can 
begin” 

“Begin what?” Lew’s anger was mixed with ever larger 
portions of fear. 

“The quest for Wolf, of course.” There was a bite in Johnny’s 
voice, a darkly evil harmony to its tone. 

“You must understand,’ whispered the shaman. “It has always 
been your place to watch over her. Soon I will not be here to help. 
This is why you must learn to sing your Power. Heyya. You will be 
a great warrior. Maybe. More likely you'll be pretty dead by 


morning.” 
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Chapter 28 


Almost Human 


Sumi’s prone form was heavy in his arms. Lew figured that Johnny 
could have killed her as easily as putting her to sleep. Lew realized 
he could no longer live in a world where Johnny, or anyone, could 
do this to Sumi. 

“Goodbye,” he whispered. 

Downstairs, Johnny had turned off the lights. He was stoking 
up the fire in the stove, his shadow dancing hugely across the far 
wall as Lew came down the stairs. 

“Dont ever do that again,” Lew said to his back. “If you ever 
harm Sumi, you'll need more than magic to protect you.” 

Johnny turned to face him. “I would never harm Sumi any 
more than you could harm me. Sit now and relax. If you want, 
you may ask questions.” 

Lew sat down hard on the floor, his anger dissipating into 
apprehension. Johnny moved over to the easy chair. Seated, he 
reached into his pocket and pulled out the same old skin cap. He 
preened its red feather and placed the cap jauntily on his head, 
making several minor but deliberate adjustments to its position. 
Then he held up his hand as if it were a mirror and nodded 
approval at his imaginary image. 

Lew smiled at his charade, and Johnny laughed, his face 
gathered a boyish gleam. The old fellow carried a certain charm, 
Lew considered. Charming as an adder most of the time. The old 
one looked at Lew expectantly. 
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“No questions?” 

“Too many.” 

“One at a time, young man. That's the rule” 

“Tell me more about the Transmuters.” 

Johnny looked into the fire. “Transmuters are form without 
content, sign without meaning, being without body, thought 
without image, sensation without perception. Is that better?” 

“So don't tell me about them, only don’t confuse me. I didn't 
choose to be here, you know.” 

The old one chuckled. “You do not understand what I am 
saying because I speak of things in a language you have not yet 
acquired.” Again he gave Lew an expectant look. 

“Okay, all right, then tell me about this tamamus,” said Lew. 
“Why should I do this wolf act of yours?” 

The old one nodded gravely. “I will try to explain. But first I 
will tell you why you won't understand anything I will say. You 
see, you still want only information. I am offering you tamamus. 
There is no point where these two can meet. You can't approach 
one from the other. Tamamus is not an accumulation of 
information. Power is not a mechanical toy you can assemble. You 
can search through all your libraries, your millions of books, but 
you will not find it there either. Your histories, your science, your 
philosophy. These have their uses, I imagine, but they are not 
tamamus.’ He shook his head slowly “Lew, when it comes to 
knowing anything, you are a bumbling virgin. No. That is no 
longer true; you have had visions. You are at the edge of realizing 
what I can teach you. You are closer to the tamamus than any 
white man has been in centuries. Can you expect me to describe 
that which you must experience yourself?” He leaned forward 
and whispered, “Knowledge is...orgasm. Hell, if you haven't had 
one, I’m not about to be able to describe it to you” 
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Johnny threw himself back into the chair and laughed until his 
eyes teared. 

“So why do you, I mean the Lamish, have this tamamus while 
no one else does?” Lew snapped, feeling he was getting jerked 
around by the old man, “What makes you so goddamn special 
anyhow?” 

Johnny’s frown returned. “You want some hidden design, a 
secret, dangerous purpose...? Eh? Bah! Forget it. It's just the way 
things worked out. Anyway I never claimed that only the Lamish 
had this knowledge. You whites are particularly ignorant, 
however; dangerously so, I might add” 

“Then why bother with me? Find yourself a willing Lamish 
fellow and save yourself the trouble. I like being ignorant, at least I 
used to...” 

“You want me to leave you alone?” 

“Yes!” Lew blurted then he sighed. “No!” 

“You see,” Johnny smiled, “I have not chosen badly after all.” 

Johnny beamed at Lew. This expression had a stimulating, 
drug-like effect. Waves of pleasurable excitement coursed through 
Lew’s body. Lew stiffened: I will not be manipulated, damn him, 
he decided. He closed his eyes. 

“Raven,” he called. He saw a bright field of green interrupted 
by a song only slightly familiar. “Raven, stop this.” The sensation 
ceased. Lew opened his eyes. 

“Well done, little one!” Johnny smiled innocently. “Only don't 
rely on Raven; she’s a trickster.” 

“Raven, yes, why did you let Raven take Jim Morgan's song.” 

“Jim did that when he opened his eyes.” 

“When the Orca stole my song, you got it back for me.” 

“Raven, she don't like me, no, not at all. I ask her for a song, 


she wouldn't give me raccoon shit.” 
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“Then if I had opened my eyes on the island...” 

“Youd be as blind and crazy as young Jim.” 

“But he’s not?” Lew explained what had happened. 

“You gave up a Raven feather for another’s song? Very good, 
little one. That shows compassion and right thinking. I might 
make a human out of you yet.” 

“What...what did I do, just now?” 

“You sang your power; what little of this you possess. You 
called Raven. It guarded your will. Of course I could have 
overcome it, but you did try. And I never told you how, did I?” 

Lew thought back. No, the old one had never mentioned how, 
just that it must happen at some point. 

“But Johnny, I didn't sing at all,” he protested. 

“Come, come now. You really don't expect to burst out into a 
melody, do you?” 

“But you...you sing.” 

“T like to sing,” he said, “The songs I mouth are for others. 
They are useful only for those who cannot really hear. The real 
song is internal. No, that’s not right; it’s external, but you can’t 
hear it with your ears. I heard you, little one. You sang the name 
of Raven. Later, if you like, I can teach you how to sing out loud at 
the same time. You might find it useful” 

“But how did I know to call...2” 

“You knew. At the instant it was required, you knew. If you 
tried it now, nothing would happen. That is the manner of siwash. 
You don't store the tamamus like tinned fruit. If you use your 
siwash, it will come. If you don't, well, then...bad things might 
happen.” 

“To be honest, Johnny, bad things have been happening to me 
ever since I pulled you out of the Sound” 

“You haven't seen bad yet.” 
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Johnny’s gaze softened and his eyelids drooped, he appeared to 
be dozing off. 

“Johnny?” 

He opened one eye. 

“Knowledge is an orgasm? Come on.” 

“I mean what I say. You must understand; one does not get 
tamamus anymore than one can have tamamus. The vision, that 
special instant is tamamus!” 

“Yes,” Lew responded in exasperation, “but what does that 
mean?” 

The old one spoke softly. “It means that all these words we 
pass between us will not lead you any closer to the power you 
seek. It means you do not acquire power through talking. The 
experience in itself is the access to the Power Flow. You cannot 
have it, or stop it, or change what is everlasting—you experience 
it, and in that instant—the moment of, of the knowledge orgasm 
—you find your power. Open yourself to it, but guard yourself; 
there are others who would use you.” 

“Betsy tried to warn me,’ said Lew, “She said that you...” 

“That I would harm you?” Johnny looked closely at his face. 
“She was right. I might cause you great harm; you will die if you 
don't succeed. But you will succeed. I believe this. I have no desire 
to hurt you. I want you to find the Power Flow. It’s too late now— 
for you and for Sumi. The other will surely find her” 

“What is Sumi’s place in all this? Why is she so susceptible to 
you? And what ‘other’?” 

“She has had a vision herself. Do not ask me to explain this to 
you, I do not understand this myself. For she is not one of our 
people. But I felt it. She has the capacity, and the vulnerability...” 

“What are you saying?” 
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“You whites have a saying: ‘A little knowledge is a dangerous 
thing’ It is a profound saying, much more so than you realize. You 
see, a little knowledge destroys the barrier of true ignorance. Let 
me try and explain. Ignorance, meaning absolute ignorance, is a 
very powerful defense. But give that ignorant fellow a vision, the 
smallest taste of tamamus, and he is basically powerless.” 

“Powerless?” 

“To the siwash. To the knowledge of others.” 

“To you! You mean.” 

“Damn straight.” 

“So, when I was an ignorant honky, I was more powerful than 
you.” 

“You were not vulnerable to my siwash. But you were also not 
aware of the tamamus, to the Power Flow. Your life was without 
purpose or hope. And your ignorance left you powerless against 
your own kind. Look what you've done to one another, and to this 
place, this entire planet.” 

“You can't blame...” Lew started on an argument, but it 
suddenly seemed not only superficial, but wrong. Johnny waited a 
minute, nodded a note of approval, and continued. 

“Sumi has had a vision; so, now, have you. You are both 
vulnerable to the effects of siwash. For decades you whites, hiding 
behind your ignorance, have hounded and murdered my brother 
dexwidakeb and our people. You fucked our wives and stole our 
lands, and worse, you weakened our people's hold on their 
knowledge. Soon, even the Lamish will be immune to our power; 
then the tamamus will be lost forever” 

The old one was crying, softly, terribly. 

“When we are gone,” moaned Johnny, “the tamamus will die. 
Still The Clan does not believe that whites can learn. I will make 
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them see. You. You will be my proof.” His eyes turned dark and 
cold, like the Sound on a moonless night. 

“Betsy told me that you were breaking their taboo. What does 
it mean?” 

“Bah!... They are only old men like me, wounded old goats 
hidden in the mountains. They could call up Tcinakwa to visit me. 
However, my death will not matter then; they will know Iam 
right. Maybe they will find the wits to act like the shamans they 
once were. Frightened bunch of old women, heyya! Cowering in 
their caves. Once they were not so timid. They shared in my 
vision: that the Dance would bring us glory. You whites called it 
the ‘Ghost Dance’ It told of a time when your race would be 
swept aside, swallowed by the earth along with your trains and 
forts, your guns and whores.” 

“Wovoka promised the dead would rise, but the only thing 
that rose was his little cock every night inside someone else's 
daughter. And he blamed me for the White Dance. But my vision 
was pure. Not like those who gave in to the priests. Up here on the 
Sound, Johnny Slocum, old Squaxin—The Clan took him right to 
the Power Flow—only he thought hed found Jesus and became a 
Christian. The fellow who baptized him should have held him 
under longer. Smoholla did himself better, he tried a lot of girls 
himself. Said he saw Chusuklee coming to rid the forests of the 
whites. Then they built his churches. Right up front they put 
Chusuklee, Jesus to you—and there he hangs, as white as 
Abraham Lincoln. Who will save us from the Savior, I ask you?” 

“Even the Sioux, the proud ones, filled with the Power Flow, 
heard the words of the White Dance vision and danced 
themselves to death. I admit, we had it wrong. I had it wrong. 
Shirts that would stop bullets. Good idea, there. The whites 
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should have given them to us long ago. They could have killed us 
even faster. All the bravest young ones, blown to hell, goddam!” 

His anger had returned, magnified. 

“No fools like old fools,” he rasped, bitterly. “Now they've let it 
come so close to the end, clinging to their pride like a spinster’s 
virtue. Ah well, the best are gone. They could not wait for this 
time. I must try...” He turned to Lew. “You think I’m ranting, don't 
you?” 

“Well, Johnny...” 

“That’s okay, little one. Maybe I’m crazy. Old and off my head. 
I do things and everyone gets hurt. Only I didnt see it like that. 
Look at poor Charlie, and now Betsy...” 

“But you didn't...” 

“T should have seen. I should have known. Remember this: 
When you deal with whites your vision will not help you. They 
are worse than Raven; totally unpredictable. You should be afraid 
of me, little one; I bring the tamamus. 

“A white man once told me that he feared the unknown” 
Johnny smiled. “How can one fear what one does not know? 
Anyway, since that fellow obviously didn't know anything, he 
must piss in his pants a lot. Dexwidakeb fears only tamamus, and 
this fear becomes refined, perfected. Remember, when you can 
focus your fear, it becomes another means of perception, and a 
weapon of great potential...” 

Lew looked at the other’s face. It was no longer the boyish 
facade of a few minutes before; it was a mask of age, an ancient 
object. 

“How old are you?” 

“Hell, ’'m older than sin itself. True, I was born young.” He 
coughed and turned, spitting into the stove. “But it didn’t last” 

“Who are you?” Lew asked quietly. 
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The old one looked into Lew’s eyes and chuckled again, “Later 
you will know this, this and many other things. By then you will 
not need to ask so many questions.” He stood stiffly, stretching his 
arms in front of his face. They moved in a strange circular rhythm 
about one another. Their motion shifted to a blur and the blur 
began to glow. He stood there, his outstretched arms ending in a 
glowing circle of dark-red light. Then his hand stopped moving 
and the glow ceased. 

“Some trick, huh?” he said and winked. “Don't look for 
miracles, little one... I don't shit gold” 

He moved about the room, stopping and moving, then 
stopping again. He halted over by the kitchen and knelt down, 
touching the floor. 

“Sit over here, Lew. But first put the ember in your pocket.” 

“What...?” Lew started. 

“Dont get dim on me now. Get the wolf’s ember and come 
here! I didn't keep you awake all night for you to kill yourself? 

Stunned, Lew looked at the wall clock; it was almost daybreak. 
He went over to the coffee table and retrieved the little black piece 
of wood, placing it in the breast pocket of his shirt. Then he 
forced himself to go and sit at the old one’s feet. An ungodly 
expectation clutched him as he sat. 

Johnny walked over to the fire and returned with his duffel. 
From it he pulled a wooden object, a mask. He held this in front 
of Lew. 

“You must wear this, little one,” he whispered. 

Lew took it in both hands, turning it into the firelight. 
Expecting the usual animal-face carving, he gasped sharply when 
he saw its features. 

The carving was of a human face. The mouth was a horizontal 
grimace, teeth clutched in some silent agony under the long, 
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beak-like nose. But the eyes held his; beneath broadly painted 
black brows, their hollows seemed to reflect a watchful 
malevolence. The area around the eyes was painted dark red in 
contrast to the white outline of the face. 

“Who...what is it?” 

“A Tsimshian friend made this for me. Put it on, little one.” 

Clumsy with fear Lew placed it over his face, securing it with 
leather straps tied around his head. It was most uncomfortable; he 
could hardly breath and his vision was restricted to two tiny holes 
bored into the mask’s pupils. 

The old one stood behind him and began a song. After several 
minutes Lew felt him bending over. Believing that the old one 
meant to whisper something in his ear, Lew tilted his head. 
Instead, something claw-like gripped his shoulders. As Lew 
turned his head a bolt of pain shot up his spine, blinding him. He 
was falling forward, eyes closed, surrounded by a blue light. 
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Chapter 29 


Howl If You Must 


He fell through the air from a great height. Wind rushing by 
tugged at his sleeves as he descended. Wait! Lew suddenly 
realized, I’m not falling. 

He was, rather, being carried along. The pull at his shoulders 
reminded him of his parachute. He must have opened it. Lew 
glanced up. Instead of the billowing yardage, what he saw made 
him wonder: clutching at his shoulders with its dark, steely talons, 
its wings flapping above him and its head, obsidian, moving 
slowly, side to side, an enormous raven flew steadily onward; Lew, 
firmly in its grasp, dangled like a startled rat. 

Ahead he saw mountains, growing steadily closer. He looked 
down. They were traversing forests and rivers. Why are there no 
roads or farms? He wondered if he had entered another time, a 
former era. He remembered the story of the lad being carried off 
by Eagles. He brought his hand to his face, touching his eyes. Yes, 
they remained firmly closed—open instead to this, this Other 
place. 

What was this realm? Had it always been hidden inside him? 
And what would happen, Lew wondered, if he opened his eyes? 
The very thought was a source of radical terror. 

They approached mountains. The shadows from the dark 
towering firs stretched out beyond them. Raven flew close to the 
treetops, climbing up the slope of the ridge, then passing above 
the timberline. They surmounted the pass and dropped down the 
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other side. Beneath them an icy blue lake was cupped in granite 
bowl between three peaks. An ice field extended up the steep 
slope of the face of one of the scarps. Stunted pines sprouted 
around the northern lake bank, beyond the shadow of the 
surrounding summits. 

They plunged suddenly, and he wondered if Raven meant to 
dip him in the freezing lake. But the bird soared on over the lake 
bank. 

Raven squawked loudly. Looking down at him with one of its 
devious black eyes, it opened its talons. He fell in a tumbling heap, 
crashing and rolling amid the lupine and Oregon grape. He 
managed to sit up without difficulty or even pain. He felt his own 
body, but nothing was broken from the fall. Even his wounded 
arm no longer throbbed, and when he unwound the bandage he 
could find no evidence of the gash. Picking himself up, he was 
aware of a great confusion in his senses. 

Everything appeared as it should. And yet nothing seemed 
anything like normal. He stood and turned a full circle, looking 
closely at his surroundings. No, it was not his visual sensation; 
something else was wrong. He bent and touched the ground. It 
was hard and coarse—but not cold. It had no temperature at all. 
The breeze that blew off the ice field also should have been ragged 
with a chill at this altitude and time of day. 

He walked toward the lake. Even his strides were different; he 
seemed lighter than normal, or stronger. Perhaps this was a 
different body—or a different planet? He fought the mounting 
urge to panic, to force his eyes open and find the comfort of his 
world and the protection of his former ignorance. 

He bent down to the lake. In his reflection his eyes stared back 
at him from a face he could not recall. The visage that had been 
crudely forged by the shaman’s mask was now perfectly executed 
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in his own flesh. Or was he someone else? He looked around the 
sky and among the trees. Raven was gone. A flash of red betrayed 
a woodpecker and drew Lew’ attention. Again the tattoo of the 
bird’s beak came and with it the intention of communication. Lew 
remembered the cadence, but its message remained obscure. Then 
the sound stopped. 

“Woodpecker!” he called and waited. Nothing. 

He decided to climb the ridge they had passed over; perhaps 
there he could find his bearings. The climb was steep but took 
little effort. 

Lew peered over the saddle of the ridge into the ruddy face of 
the setting sun. A series of foothills receded to a forested plain in 
the distance. There were no familiar landmarks, no mountains 
rising where they should have been: on the shoulders of the 
Cascades. These were the Cascades, weren't they? He sat, 
wondering, growing uneasy in the approaching darkness. 

After several minutes he noticed movement, brief snatches of 
quick, dark, bounding shapes among the trees. A sudden fright 
gripped him. The timberline was fifty yards below him, across a 
field of scree. Then he realized: there were no noises, no song to 
fill his head with tamamus, not even the whisper of the wind as it 
passed overhead. He looked at his hand, but the green fugue was 
not evident. 

He strained his ears, wondering if he had already lost his 
chance, not only of gaining what the old one offered, but of ever 
returning to his own world. As he struggled to remember 
Woodpecker’s cadence, his thoughts were truncated by another 
sound: a thundering snarl from below. 

The first wolf leaped out of the edge of the forest, the pack at 
its heels. Lew found his feet and bolted down the other side of the 
ridge, sprinting for a grove of tall pines at the edge of the lake. 
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Glancing back, he saw the lead wolf leap over the brink of the rise 
in full stride. Lew scrambled over an outcrop and dropped into a 
run across the ice field. The lead wolf rocketed off the same 
outcrop, halving the distance between them in one bound. 

Lew screamed when he sensed the wolf lunge. He dodged 
sideways, downhill, and the brute plunged past him. Lew 
careened straight down the slope, his arms cartwheeling. The lead 
wolf caught its balance and leapt after him. Lew was still twenty 
yards from the tree line. Again he sensed the wolf’s final move 
and made a sudden cut, using blind instinct against the animal’s 
speed. This time its shoulder caught his foot, snapping jaws inches 
away from his heel. 

Lew almost fell; flailing his arms he kept his balance on the 
side hill. Now the rest of the pack was close behind. He realized 
he would never make the tree line. 

“Raven!” he gasped, plunging forward, glancing desperately at 
the sky. Yes! Above the forest, an enormous black form folded into 
a dive. 

Raven gathered speed as she dropped from the blue. It 
swooped low and found its wings; deadly quick it ranged across 
the snowfield. 

“Yes, good Raven,’ Lew yelled with sudden hope. Just as 
suddenly, the Raven dipped and Lew realized its final, treacherous 
move. It struck his shins neatly sending Lew tumbling over the 
ice. The Raven spread its wings again and climbed out of reach, 
and its triumphal caw sounded queerly like laughter. 

“Betsy!” Lew cried. “Why?” 

The lead wolf leapt on him. He thrust his left arm up and the 
wolf’s jaws closed on it. Glistening red eyes flashed as its teeth 
took hold. It braced its legs, dragging his arm to the ground. The 
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rest of Lew’s body twisted in the air around this pivot. A knife-like 
pain erupted from his chest. 

Instinctively he grabbed for the spot with his free hand. It 
occurred to him that he was suffering a massive coronary event, 
which sounded only slightly better than being torn apart by the 
wolves. Is this what kills Johnny’s apprentices—fright-induced 
heart attacks? Lew remembered the face of the elk, its eyes wide 
and white as it struggled amid the jaws of the wolf pack. 

He screamed as he slammed onto the ice. Johnny was right; we 
are too young, to small for powers such as these, he decided, 
suddenly more sad than afraid. For at this, his last moment, the 
fear was gone. Lew’s hand tore away from his chest. He relaxed, 
awaiting the fatal attack. How long would it last? 

Instead, the wolf that had brought him down now released his 
arm. Lew counted to ten, not daring to move. What were they 
waiting for? He turned his head a looked carefully around. They 
were sitting in a circle, watching him. 

No, he discovered, they were glaring at the ember, which he 
held clutched in his hand. In the growing darkness it glowed with 
a dim bluish radiance. He sat up, shifting his legs. He stood, still 
shaking. The lead wolf barked and moved away, the pack 
followed. After a few yards he stopped and looked back at Lew, 
who guessed he was meant to follow. 

They trotted down through the pine forest as Lew struggled to 
keep them in sight. Every time Lew dropped too far behind, the 
lead wolf would stop, and they wait for him to catch up. At last 
they reached a large clearing. 

It was now completely dark. Lew sat on a log, resting, favoring 
his arm, torn and bleeding from the wolf’s massive jaws. The 
wolves moved about the clearing. Lew began to notice a pattern to 
their wanderings. One by one they fetched sticks, gathering these 
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into a heap. Fascinated he watched as the pile formed in the 
center of the clearing. The wolves clustered, barking expectantly. 
The moon was rising now, silver brightness touched the tops of 
the firs. 

The lead wolf padded up to him and whined, its great tongue 
lolling out the side of a cruel mouth, dark eyes just visible in the 
growing moonlight. What did it want? The beast moved away, 
glancing back at him, whining louder. Lew stood and followed as 
it padded back to the others, sitting on its powerful haunches. 
Lew gripped the ember with both hands: the talisman that saved 
him from their jaws. He was not about to drop it. 

As Lew approached the stack of sticks, the ember’s glow 
increased. Curious, he walked up to the pile and held the ember 
out. It burst into a blue flame but did not burn him—the flame 
was cold. He understood, then: this is their fire. Lew bent and 
held the ember at the base of the pyre of sticks. The blue flame 
caught and held, growing, consuming the wood. 

The wolves barked and shuffled, drawing closer; now he could 
see them fully in the blue light. But they were not looking at him. 
Their cries grew louder and were bitter lamentations. They thrust 
their heads up and howled. Yes, the moon was fully risen now. It 
was a distant light as silver as their fire was blue. The scene 
reminded him of something cherished and forever lost. He 
understood the baying of the wolves. 

He made his way out of their circle and the ember dimmed. 
He carefully replaced it in his pocket. Sitting back on the log he 
watched as the sad ceremony continued. The lead wolf glanced 
around at him. 

“Wolf? he called, “What is it you want?” 

It trotted up to him and sat, its head crooked to one side. 
Twice as large as any German shepherd dog, its eyes were pale, 
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nearly white. Scattered dark patches on its fur showed where it 
had survived vicious wounds. 

“Can you speak?” he asked. But the wolf merely inclined its 
head the other way. 

Lew patted its muzzle. 

“Go on, Wolf. You are welcome to the fire.” 

It gave Lew’s hand a warm lick and ambled back to its pack. 
Lew settled back on the soft pine needles, gazing up at the moon, 
which had suddenly taken on a bluish tinge, and appeared to be 
dancing about the pines. The rhythm was hypnotic, entrancing, 
and Lew immersed himself in its luxuriant melody. Yes, the moon 
was not so very distant, he knew, and the firelight tells us what the 
moon has seen, as it strides resolutely above the dark doings of 
people. 

There is much one can learn from the moon. You need only to 
listen, listen as the wolf listens, and, calling out, demand the truth 
the moon withholds—embittered. For it is eternally estranged 
from its lover, the earth, which now clothes herself in sunlight, 
spurning the moon's desire. To one side the sound of a 
woodpecker joined the moon’s sad rhapsody. 

“Hello, Woodpecker. What is that again?” Lew listened 
intently. 

“Thank you,” he spoke when the old bird had finished, “but 
who is this human you called ‘Canloops?” There was no reply. 

Lew felt the moon's melancholy ecstasy pouring over his body, 
a bittersweet lament. The moon and the wolves share the same 
song, how curious. And how sad the melody, telling of the loss of 
their brother. Even as the moon mourns for the earth, so the 
wolves mourn for the song of humankind. ‘This is their lament. He 
listened attentively so that he would always remember the sadness 
of their loss and make their song his own. 
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A terrific jolt darted through his torso, and another. Still 
another. A series of painful shocks sent him into shuddering 
convulsions. He toppled over on his side in agony and opened his 
eyes. 
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Chapter 30 


The Dream Redux 


He was lying on his side in dim light, the pain slowly draining 
from his torso. Lew stared at wooden floorboards. From 
somewhere above a hand reached down and cupped his forehead, 
lifting it from the floor. He coughed and gagged. The hand moved 
down to his chin, forcing his mouth gently open. Liquid spilled 
out. Lew touched his lips and peered at his fingers; they glistened, 
dark with blood. It felt as though something inside him had 
exploded. The hand returned to his mouth, tenderly pressing a 
cloth to it, sponging the blood. Then it lowered his head onto a 
small cushion. 

“Little one.’ A soft voice, Johnny’s. “Be calm now. It’s over” 

Only then did Lew realize that he was back in the station 
house. He lay there, barely conscious. Even after the pain subsided 
he was too weak to move, but slowly, in the growing light of the 
new morning he felt his strength return. 

“Johnny?” he croaked. 

“Here.” Johnny returned from the kitchen with some water. 
“Drink? 

The cool water refreshed Lew, washing away the briny metallic 
taste of his own blood. 

“Wolf...” he whispered, “The blue flame.” He touched his 
pocket where the ember remained. His arm was bloody, and the 
floor was sticky with it. 
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Reason explained that he had never left the room. Reason 
could not deny what he now knew. He had found Wolf. He heard 
its voice. He had crossed a mental boundary to a space where 
reason is but one limited sphere of thought, eclipsed now by some 
sense much greater than that. Not only was rationality on the 
other side of the boundary, but so also was his entire life and all 
its accumulated artifice: Every carefully developed concept, all his 
underlying precepts had diminished in scope and value. 

“You need a new bandage,’ Johnny whispered, wandering off 
to the kitchen. 

Lew settled back on his good arm and peered at the raindrops 
pounding and sliding down the nearest window. 

“Oh, God, look at you.” Sumi’s voice cracked as she ran down 
the stairs. “What has he done to you?” She knelt beside him, her 
eyes tearing. 

“Not to worry.’ He smiled weakly, reaching for her and then 
cringing from the sharp pain in his arm. 

“You need a doctor. You've torn all your stitches out. Where is 
he?” Her eyes steeled. 

“He's right here,” Johnny spoke, returning with the first-aid kit. 

“You!” she grabbing for the kit. “Are you trying to kill him?” 

“Why don't you tend to his arm, seeing as youre so eager to 
help?” 

Sumi went to the kitchen for water and a bowl. 

“Snoquask?” said Lew. 

“Lie still, little one.” The old man moved over to the stove, 
adding to its fire. “You had reached the limit of your spirit’s 
capacity to sustain your journey. If I had not yanked you back...” 
He shook his head ruefully. 

“And the pain...?” 
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“Many would have died last night. You surprised even this old 
fool. You have done well, little one; you have found your first real 
Guardian.” 

“But what of Raven?” 

“Raven is a plaything compared to Wolf? He raised his hand 
in the air. “Wolf is very powerful. Your experience has lifted you, 
made you different.” 

“So who said he wants to be different?” Sumi set about 
cleaning Lew’s arm. “I thought you were a teacher, a healer. 
Instead, you're just a crazy old man obsessed with your own sense 
of power.” 

“You are different today, Lew.” Johnny repeated, “Explore your 
new sensations.” 

“Just let him lie still” 

“Have you forgotten your dreams?” he thundered back at her. 
Have you no sense of the impending moment? Have I misjudged 
you so completely? Heyya, you whites will be the death of me yet.” 

“Lighten up,’ Lew croaked, “both of you.” 

Sumi sat back, astonished. 

“T have just one more question,” Lew continued and then 
hesitated. “Can't we discuss this over a couple dozen flapjacks?” 

“Flapjacks?” echoed Johnny. “You said the magic word. I make 
‘em light enough to find your mouth all by themselves, and heavy 
enough to fill your belly just so.” 

Johnny rifled through his kit bag. “Here’s something for his 
wound.” He dredged up a small bag of dried leaves and handed 
them to Sumi. “Put these under the bandage.” 

In the process a small metal object fell onto the floor. Lew 
picked this up, staring at it in amazement: it was the bushing he 
thought he had lost from the motor of the Sikorsky’s hoist. 

“We've got to get you away from here,’ Sumi whispered. 
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“Tm all right. You can't blame him.” 

“Can't I?” 

After she had bandaged him as well as she could, they joined 
Johnny at the table, eating in a conspiracy of silence. Whatever 
Lew had to say to Johnny, he could not reveal to Sumi; and what 
he longed to say to Sumi, Johnny must not hear. He noticed Sumi 
glaring at Johnny, much as Betsy had when he returned from the 
night of Raven. 

“Listen, Johnny.’ She covered Lew’s hand with hers. “Lew has 
invited me to go on a little vacation with him in Arizona. We'll be 
back in a couple of weeks, I imagine.” 

Lew glanced at Johnny. The old fellow smiled smugly and 
shook his head once. He glanced back at Sumi who sat silently, 
her mouth still working but no words emerging. 

“Stop it, Johnny,” said Lew. 

Sumi lurched forward, her head colliding with the table top, 
then she spasmed and tumbled off the table, writhing on the floor. 

“T said stop it!” shouted Lew. 

“She's been found!” Johnny shouted back. He moved swiftly 
over to where Sumi lay convulsing, uttering a stream of nonsense. 

Johnny bent and picked her up by the shoulders. Then he took 
both hands and ripped away her blouse, turning her until he 
stood behind her, one hand pressed against her flesh, below her 
sternum, and the other clutching at her throat. He yelled 
suddenly, a roaring shout that lifted Lew up on his toes. A sonic 
confusion buzzed in Lew’s head: a reverberating confluence with 
no apparent source. As he watched, Sumi danced in a frenzy, held 
tightly in Johnny’s grasp. A blaze of emerald fire emerged from 
Johnny’s gut and covered her body. She slowly relaxed, finally 


going limp in his arms. 
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“Help me with her,’ Johnny gasped. Lew took her from him 
and laid her on the sofa. 

“Ts she...” 

“Her spirit is yet intact.” 

Lew noticed that the old one was covered with sweat and 
wheezing softly as he groped for a chair. His left arm hung limp. 
He sat down heavily, his eyes drooping, his right hand on the 
armrest twitching repeatedly. 

“What is it?” Lew asked. He looked back at Sumi, 
unconscious, small and vulnerable on the couch. 

“Tt is a who. It is Laxkiku. And he has found her. Coyote, I 
have failed!” Johnny moaned softly. 

“Laxkiku? That fellow Hamatsa? The one Betsy described?” 

“Yes! No. Let me explain. While you and Betsy went off, I went 
looking for Hamatsa. You remember, I had sensed him when you 
were questing for Raven. I cut a sgwedalich and followed its lead. 
It took me over to a small island, to a shallow grave, in fact.” 

“What?” 

“Old Hamatsa was quite dead. Two years at least, I believe. 
And a bullet in his skull at that. There’s the mystery.” 

“How’s that?” 

Hamatsa found a new vessel for his Name. How he did so, I 
can only wonder. But then surely the young one would have killed 
the old shell correctly and disposed of it with careful attention to 
the proper burial. Instead, he executed him like some gangster 
and put him in the earth.” 

“T thought Laxkiku and Hamatsa were names for the same 
person. Now you are telling me that Hamatsa is dead and Laxkiku 


is still around” 
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“The Name, Laxkiku, is a manifestation of the black tamamus. 
It once occupied the body of a man who had the name Hamatsa. 
Now it belongs to another. Or rather, another belongs to it.” 

“Are you making this up as you go along?” 

“Heyya, you are ignorant. I forgot. Accept this if you will, or 
dont. I don't give a shit. Our ways are dead, I don't expect you to 
revive them. Have I asked you to speak in our language, to learn 
our rules, to know our legends? No! What good would these do 
you. When you are given to the Name, then you will know. You 
will speak the tamamus in your own language, incorporate the 
siwash into your rules, and create your own legends, only...” 

“What's that, old man?” 

“T have grown vain in my lonliness. Do an old White Dancer a 
favor and remember me.” 

“You're not real forgettable. What about Sumi? You can protect 
her?” 

Johnny shook his head. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Tam not much longer for this place. When I am gone, she is 
his.” 

“Well, then I'll protect her.” 

“You? Against Laxkiku? Please, don’t joke with me. I am tired.” 

“Why have you done this to me, if I can’t learn to use the 
power you claim to own?” Lew found a spark of anger. It seemed 
oddly foreign to him. 

“Why indeed? Why did I ever bother? I should have died, back 
with my brothers. There, beside them in battle. Wearing my shirt. 
Instead I have lived to see this. I should have died young. Coyote, 
why did you not take me?” He thrust his fist into the air. 

“Teach me, Johnny. I can learn.’ Lew stood before the old one. 


“Tam able. Do what you will” 
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“Yes, and you have learned much. I can see now that you have 
found the truth of fear. For you are no longer afraid—except for 
the tamamus. That is good. But you cannot succeed. I was a fool 
to even try.’ 

“Tt takes a damn fool to leave a job half done. You've brought 
me this far. Come on, let’s get on with it, old man” 

“Perhaps youre right. I can’t leave you like this. Laxkiku will 
certainly find you as well” 

Johnny closed his eyes for long time. Finally he spoke again. 
“Tl tell you what. You can have your ignorance back. Yes, and 
your hatred. These will protect...” 

“Hold on. You want me to go back to what I was...” 

“Good as new. White as snow. Just like we never met. You'll 
have your ignorance. Laxkiku can't hurt you then.” 

Lew’s mind reeled. If Johnny wasn't fooling him, this was a 
chance to escape this, this madness he had wandered into. 
Invulnerable to the crafty curses of the shamans, he would then 
track down this Laxkiku and get rid of him. Then Sumi would be 
safe and they would be together. 

“Youd do that for me, really?” 

“Just take a minute.” 

“Then I could find Laxkiku and...” 

“And do what, kill him? Certainly. Blow his ugly head off. Td 
like to see that. But then I might already be dead. That would be 
too bad, huh?” 

“At least Sumi would be safe.” 

Johnny glanced around. 

“T said Sumi would be safe, right?” Lew said, louder. 

“Presuming...” 

“Yes?” 
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“Well, that he hasn't the opportunity to steal her spirit before 
you find him. 

“Can't you find him with that stick of yours?” 

“Laxkiku has many hiding talents. But youd be safe, at least. 
Come here now. I will do it” He reached out for Lew. 

“Wait a minute.” Lew stepped back. He went over to Sumi and 
bent down to her. Although unconscious, she stirred and 
grimaced, moaning softly. Lew lightly touched her forehead. 

Instantly he saw what she was dreaming. The scenes were 
jumbled and confused, mingling senselessly. He could not discern 
whether the confusion was his, or an aspect of her perception. He 
sorted through the images, hoping to assemble a meaning. 
Suddenly a pattern emerged, a place, a time, a continuity. They 
were standing on the deck of Sumi’s ketch. 

“What do you see?” Johnny had come up behind him. “I must 
know.’ 

“Stay back” Sumi spoke in her dream. “I called the cops. If you 
leave right now I won't say anything.” 

“Talk to me,’ Johnny said, “and I will go” 

“I... have a gun. You can see it.” 

Lew looked. She was right. 

“I can see it,’ said Johnny. 

“T might shoot you.” 

“T don't think so.” 

“The gun. Get off my boat. He’s got a gun.” 

Lew looked. The ketch rocked slowly. Her dream gathered 
tempo. 

“Will he shoot?” asked Johnny. 

“You will die? 

“That is what you see?” 

“No. This is a dream.” 
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“Your dream?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then where are we?” 

Lew looked around. The bay was foreign to him, although its 
configuration was typical: a shallow crescent of rocky beach was 
garlanded with driftwood. Behind this, open stands of Garry oak 
gave way quickly to the uphill forest of Douglas fir. The extended 
arms of this diminutive inlet reached out as rocky crests above the 
water. An explosion brought his attention back to the cockpit of 
the ketch. Gunfire, and something else. A noise, like that from his 
own nightmares. The voice of the Orca, the scream of the Power 
Flow. And above that, he heard a sound so familiar he thought he 
had made it himself. 

“Did you hear it?” said Lew. 

“What?” she said. “Who is there?” 

“Did you hear my Name?” 

“Lew Emery. Is that you?” 

“You did hear it!” 

“Yes!” she cried out, not in her dream this time, but rising up 
from her stupor. “Oh, God, must it be so...” She slumped back. 
The dream faded away. 

Lew and Johnny faced each other across the table. 

“She has found her vision, thanks to you, little one,” whispered 
Johnny. “She who led you to the tamamus, has received tamamus 
in return. 

“You did this to me, old man.” Lew turned and faced the old 
one. “Now you teach me how to protect her with this power of 
yours, or I'll blow your silly head off myself? 

“That is your decision?” 

“That's right.” Lew scowled. 
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“Coyote,” whispered Johnny, hoarsely, “Did you hear? I have 
found one who is worthy of Kwaskedan’s name. Prepare the holy 
ground. Spirits of our fathers...” He was standing upright now, his 
right arm reaching for the ceiling, “We will assemble soon. The 
Name that was silent these many winters will soon sing again.” 

“Lew...” The old shaman looked across at him. “I have long 
known that you have the ability to attempt this. I was worried, 
however, that you did not possess a spirit worthy of the honor. 
You have made an old fool proud. Come. Help me to the toilet. 
I’ve been carrying around your hatred for too long. It is time I 
released it” 

$$s 

“You just tell the Captain we got something for him,” Winslow 
shouted at the phone. “You tell him not to come looking for us, 
cause we got something he wouldn't want us to give to the law. 
Tell him we got the blanket. The blanket. That’s right. He'll 
understand.” 

At least Winslow hoped he would. It still didn’t mean shit to 
him. Some old blanket with holes in it, even. Wouldn't sell in a 
thrift shop, but the Captain wanted it bad. He had left Jake back at 
the cabin, told him to bury Gary. Christ! What a mess. He must 
have taken poison, to fall down dead like that. Spooked Jake real 
good. He should have sent Jake back home, only now the little 
fuck knew too much. 

“Hey, man, you think we're stupid,’ Win whined into the 
receiver, “Shit, no! From now on, we call the Captain. So you get 
us a number where we can reach him. Call me back.” Win read 
the number off the phone. “Make it snappy.’ He hung up. 

He had docked at a shabby resort near North Beach on Orcas, 
closed for the off-season. The pay phone was sheltered under a 
flight of stairs that ran up to the restaurant. Down on this level the 
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tackle shop was bolted and boarded up. Hardly anything worth 
stealing anyhow, Win figured, fingering the cigarette lighter in his 
pocket. On an impulse he attempted to set the phone book on 
fire. The sodden pages failed to burn. He lit himself another Cool 
instead. 

The phone rang. 

“That’s his cell? Perfect. We'll call in the morning. Captain 
wont be disappointed. You tell him not to worry about that 
ranger dude. We scared him good. And tell the Captain no tricks. 
Captain treats us square, he can take the blanket, and everyone 
goes home happy.’ 

SS§ 

Lew found a warm shirt and the shoulder holster to his .45. He 
put his flight jacket on over it and pocketed the extra clip. 

“You stay with her. I’m going after them.” 

“T know that. Be quick, little one. There is a qweykwa 
approaching. And it’s a mighty big one” 

On the way to the airstrip Lew kept returning to an uneasy 
thought: If the punks were just after Johnny, why did they take 
Charlie? 

He lifted off in the Sikorsky. The cloud level had risen 
overnight and it cut across the mountaintops over on the 
peninsula. He turned south, making his way around San Juan 
Island. His plan was to fly over the hideout on a line that would 
take him toward Friday Harbor so that he would not seem to be 
circling. 

He soared over the lower Island peninsula and dipped down 
above False Bay, hugging the Sound around Bellview Point and 
then climbing enough to clear the shoreline trees as he made his 
final setting. The forest was too dense for a clear view, but Lew 
spotted something in the water. 
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It was near low tide, and the water was calm. An old fallen 
cedar trunk spiked out into the Sound from the southern side of 
Smallpox Bay. He could not see anyone, but he caught a brief look 
at the roof of a shack. 
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Chapter 31 


Dead Man’s Cove 


Lew dropped over the Friday Harbor marina and made a slanting 
landing on the helipad beside the sheriff’s office. As he cut the 
engines, he spied Maureen running out the door toward him. He 
secured the instruments and hopped out, meeting her under the 
still-swinging rotors. 

“What's going on?” she yelled, following Lew as he strode 
toward the station. 

“T need to talk to Larry!” 

“The deputy took off in the launch, oh, a good half hour ago.” 

“What about the sheriff?” 

“Still in bed, I imagine.” 

“Let me see your map.” He had already decided not to wait for 
Larry to return. Instead he located the road that dead-ended up 
from Smallpox Bay on the wall map in the anteroom. 

“Tm borrowing Larry’s truck.” Lew knew the deputy kept a 
spare key in the wheel well. Larry had a well-earned fear of 
finding himself without his pants in a place where he wouldn't 
care to hang around. 

“Call Larry and tell him to meet me here.” He stabbed at the 
inlet on the map. “Wait! They might be listening. Don’t use the 
radio. If ’m not back when Larry comes in, send him out there. 
Tell him not to take any chances.” 

“Chances? Who you got out there?” 
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“Tf the sheriff wakes up, you tell him he doesn't have to worry 
about the next election. Your little crime wave is about to crash.” 

Lew fired up Larry’s big Ford and left Maureen standing in the 
doorway, frowning. 

The clouds were still lifting and midday sun was throwing 
well-defined shadows on the shoulders of the road by the time 
Lew made the final stop on the road through the woods behind 
the cabin. An old deadfall blocked his way. He left the truck and 
cut off the road, loping through the underbrush. Up ahead he 
made out the cabin. It was just a one-room shanty of rough 
vertical cedar boards, with a tarpaper shed roof. 

Lew crouched behind a fir, watching for any sign of 
movement. The shack looked deserted: no smoke, no noises or 
voices, no motion of any kind. His view of the cabin’s rear was 
partially hidden by a woodpile. After a time of watching, Lew’s 
patience wore thin and he made a quick sprint for this pile, 
dropping behind it. He elbow-walked to the end of the pile and 
peered cautiously around. 

Seeing it, he ducked back. After a minute he poked his head 
around again, inching further out. The face lay not more than a 
foot in front of his. Dim brown eyes, focused at some eternal 
infinity, stared straight through him. Lew glanced up at the door, 
but there was still no sign of life there. Rising up, he could see the 
body, frozen in an awkward sprawl. Someone had found them 
first, he realized. He checked his pistol a final time and then 
sprinted around the woodpile, over to the rear door. He put his 
boot to the door and it crashed inward. Five feet in front of him a 
startled man spun at this noise, his arm cocked. Lew shot him in 
the shoulder. A knife clattered on the floor, and the man, 
continuing his spin with the added momentum of the .45 caliber 
slug, tumbled face down. 
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Lew jumped sideways, out of the silhouette of the doorway. In 
a crouch he swept the automatic around the room. Nothing 
moved. The room held no secrets; just him and the man--more a 
boy, he noticed--bleeding on the floor. Lew went over to him, 
kicking away the knife. 

Grimacing, little Jake clutched his wounded shoulder. Lew sat 
him up. 

“What’s your name?” 

“You shot me.” Jake stared down at the wound. 

“You'll live. Now, what’s your name?” 

“Watimenlok Jacobs Ganhada.” 

“Folks call you Jake?” 

Jake nodded, tearing. 

Lew found a handkerchief and a long scarf among the pile of 
clothing on a side table and used these to make a clumsy pressure 
bandage on the boy’s wound. On the table was a baggie 
containing a film canister. This was half full (or empty, depending 
on the level of your addiction) of a white powder. Lew licked his 
little finger and touched the powder, placing this sample inside his 
lip. Cocaine. Quite a stash for a punk kid. 

“Where are the others?” 

Jake shivered violently and slid into unconsciousness. 

The sound of an engine on the water caught Lew’s attention. 
Through the window he caught sight of the sheriff’s launch 
motoring down-channel, two hundred yards out. It was too soon 
for Larry to have spoken with Maureen, so he must have just been 
headed in this direction anyhow. Lew walked calmly down toward 
the sound. He aimed his pistol at an old stump and fired off three 
quick rounds. That ought to do it, he figured. As he expected, the 
motor on the launch cut out. He stood on the beach and waved 


his arms. 
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“Stay where you are.” Larry’s voice was amplified by a 
bullhorn. Over the water it sounded like John Huston playing 
God. 

“Keep your hands above your head,” God commanded, and 
the launch turned toward shore. Come on Larry, Lew thought, 
use your binoculars. 

Lew suddenly wondered how he might answer the deputy’s 
questions, such as what the hell are you doing here? And, how did 
you know about this place? Any way he told it would implicate 
Johnny as well as himself. If the wounded youngster died, things 
could get mighty awkward. 

When the launch was fifty yards away the motor cut out, and 
the boat settled down in the water. Larry’s face was smiling from 
the cockpit above the bow. 

“Larry, Lew yelled out. “Hurry up. There’s a wounded man 
over here.” 

The deputy’s answer was a burst from a carbine. The launch 
must have been hunkering over its own swell, because the bullets 
thumping into the rocky sand at Lew’s feet, sending him leaping 
back into the forest. 

“Larry! Goddamn it, are you out of your head?” 

The next burst stung the tree he had rolled behind. Lew broke 
for better cover, diving behind a tall stump of an old, first-growth 
cedar. Another burst thudded into this. 

The launch drifted calmly toward shore. 

“Cut it out, Larry!” he yelled, “Come on. Answer me. What the 
hell are you up to?” A series of single shots nicked the bark off of 
one side of the stump. Lew heard the hull of the launch slide up 
against the pebble beach. 

“Toss the automatic out where I can see it,” said Larry. “Don't 
make me come after you, ol buddy,’ 
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The thought of Larry doing just that made Lew’s next decision 
an easy one. He fingered a new clip into the Colt, moving over to 
the same side that Larry had been shooting at—figuring Larry 
would expect him to bolt out the other way. 

Lew took a deep breath, twisted and dropped into his shooting 
crouch, and, bracing himself against the side of the trunk, he sent 
five rapid shots at the launch’s hull. The first bullet bit low into the 
hull. The second and third careened of the deck of the bow. The 
fourth found the window of the cockpit, shattering it. The fifth 
was high he guessed. By then he had already ducked back. 

Lew heard Larry curse and then the engine came to life. The 
boat backed off quickly. The launch accelerated back up-channel. 
He couldn't figure why Larry would run when he had the carbine 
and a clear field of fire. Lew waited an extra couple minutes before 
glancing around to be sure the boat was around the point of the 
bay. 

Again, however, an engine on the water made him pause. This 
one growled like a twin inboard. Perhaps the boy’s companions 
were returning. Just as well, Lew figured: Hed rather settle this 
business here and now, so he could take on Larry without 
wondering where these little delinquents might pop up. 

The boat that bobbed in the surf next to the fallen tree was a 
white trawler with the name Coho King painted on its hull. So, 
that’s what scared Larry off. Lew fingered his last clip into the Colt 
and sprinted tree-to-tree back behind the woodpile. But when he 
glanced around, the dead body was gone. Heavy footsteps from 
the cabin announced the whereabouts of at least one additional 
person on the scene. 

Lew wished he knew how many had arrived on the Coho 
King. The rifle shot that kicked the woodpile and whistled past 
reminded Lew that one is quite enough. He dropped to his belly 
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while an old fear wormed its way through him. The only thing 
worse than being shot is being shot again. 

“Winslow Jacobs, you might as well come on out,’ the voice 
from the cabin bellowed. “Your brothers: one is dead and the 
other might well be, too. So come on. It’s over for you.” 

“Big Ted,” Lew croaked, his dread dissipating. “Captain 
Qwemuth, it’s Lew. Lew Emery.” Lew leaned against the backside 
of the woodpile. 

“That so? Then show yourself” 

The memory of Larry kept Lew hunkered down. He had lost 
track of the good guys, he realized. Where did Big Ted fit in this 
new picture? Larry had said it was the First Nation people who 
blew up their own boats. Could be Ted hired these kids to take 
care of Johnny. They blew the job at Larkin’s Inlet so they torched 
his cabin. When that didn’t work Ted planted a bomb on the boat 
Johnny had come to Friday Harbor in. 

“How did you know to come here?” he called out to the cabin. 

“That’s a good question. I should ask you the same thing.” 

“Chuckanut Johnny told me” 

“That’s the right answer, only it doesn’t explain why the deputy 
was shooting at you.” 

“Did you blow up my boat?” 

“Wouldn't be here if I did” 

“Larry told me how you did it,’ Lew said, and knew at the 
same time that Ted was right, and that the deputy had lied to him. 
“Maybe he told you too much, and you and the Jacobs kids 

were buddies in this.” 

“Listen to me. Someone got here before me. They must have 
scared the other ones off. Their boat’s gone.” 

“Thatd be Winslow. Gary here, looks like black tamamus 
found him. Where's Johnny?” 
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“It wasn't Johnny. Least I don’t think it was. There’s another 
dexwidakeb:” 

“You shittin’ me?” 

“Johnny calls him Laxkiku.” 

“Jesus Christ, not old Hamatsa, I thought he was dead. We 
best be moving along. Can't stay here shoutim’ at each other. Now, 
I wont kill you. I'll leave that to the deputy. I am mighty 
disappointed in you, however.” 

“That makes two of us, Big Ted.” 

“First thing, you was going to let me settle with these 
peckerwoods. Second, you missed that mother Cunningham. I 
guess we should get little Jake to a doctor. You going to help me, 
or you planning on hiding behind that woodpile all day?” 

They carried Jake down to the Coho King. The boy began to 
bleed again. He was only a teenager, Lew figured, but maybe 
tough enough not to die in the next hour. The boat had a large 
first-aid kit. Ted hurriedly fixed a better bandage and gave him a 
shot against trauma. Jake became conscious briefly. His head 
rolled against the bunk, his eyes open slightly. 

Lew made out some of what little Jake said through the 
delirium of his shock. One word was clear, and repeated several 
times: “Laxkiku!” Jake moaned, shivering. 

Lew wanted to believe that Larry had made some stupid 
mistake, and that theyd be laughing about this over beers 
someday. But after trading gunfire, things just don't settle back 
into anything else but desperation. Sumi was right, someday Lew 
would throw his guns into the Sound. 

“Sumi!” he whispered. The deputy’s next move could be 
Midnight Island! It would take the sheriff’s launch a good hour or 
so to make the journey across, by then the sun would be down. 
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“T got to go,’ Lew jumped back on shore as Ted was about to 
fire up the inboards. 

“Fine, and if little Jake here dies, what do I tell ‘em then?” 

“There's a woman back on Midnight Island. If the deputy or 
that fellow, Winslow, finds her there...” 

“You get along then. But don't you run out on me, cause I'll be 
remembering you.” 

“Good luck, Ted. Keep out of Larry’s way.” 

Lew dashed back to the deputy’s pickup. Slamming it into gear, 
he bounced along the forest track. He kept the radio open, but 
there was no discussion between Larry and Maureen. Larry must 
be on his own, Lew decided. A small comfort. A little punk 
named Winslow was at large, and so was that fellow Laxkiku. 
Something about Laxkiku had sure scared Betsy. Something had 
also scared Big Ted. Something had even scared old Chuckanut 
Johnny. If Laxkiku used his siwash to kill Gary Jacobs, then he 
might also have killed Charlie. But where was the motive? 

Larry was easy. He could be bought. He had sold out, but to 
whom? Three little Indians, however maladjusted, could not think 
up this much carnage in just two weeks on their own. Larry 
would not go cheap. That meant money--money or drugs--or, 
knowing Larry, sex. Larry had said the Feds were after Charlie for 
some deal that went down. Perhaps they were after him for the 
same reason—an informant? But Betsy hadn't known he was 
dealing, so maybe he was narking instead? Who runs the circus? 
Larry? Laxkiku? Captain Qwemuth? What about Knudsen, no, 
might as well be McBride. Wouldn't that make things pretty? 
Someone had pulled the plug. Larry must have been told to make 
sure no one talked. Why now? The blanket! It wasn’t there in the 
cabin. So, they’ve found it, and now the little Indians don’t matter 


anymore. 
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Lew made the shallow turn onto the main road going about 
seventy, wondering how long Larry thought he could keep up the 
facade of an investigation that never really existed. It was only a 
matter of time before the sheriff would have to step in to 
determine why no other suspect had surfaced. Larry thought he 
could silence the Jacobs brothers and blame everything on them, 
with Lew just another corpse, a meddling bystander caught in the 
crossfire. 

Where was Johnny in all of this? How much trouble was the 
shaman responsible for? Maybe it was just the Sound, or the 
North Wind shaking the bones of the dead, dredging up the many 
atrocities that these waters had witnessed. For the evil that now 
threatened Sumi—a presence even Lew could feel—was a residue 
of wrong, a festering wound of accumulated malevolence. It 
seemed bent on a final outcome, determined to foment one great 
last upheaval. Was this the vision that terrorized poor Betsy? The 
vision that drove the shaman’s qweykwa? 

Lew skidded the Ford to a stop and hopped out. He raced over 
to the Sikorsky and jumped into the pilot seat. Maureen came 
marching out, bent on knowing what all the excitement was for. 
But the whine of the turbines prevented any further conversation. 
He smiled and waved, throttling up. She frowned at him until he 
flew well past the headlands. 

SS§ 

Sumi awoke on the sofa, with sunlight filtering through the 
west window. She felt strangely wonderful. She lay there and 
welcomed the warm ambiance of the common room, the 
combined effect of the curving cut-stone walls, broad oak 
flooring, and the beams of rough-hewn timber. 

From the outside, flying its American and Forest Service flags, 


the station house had sometimes reminded Sumi of some 
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obsolete outpost redoubt, its stone walls no longer unassailable, 
its purpose uncertain, the boundary it once marked no longer 
valid. 

Today she pictured Lew holed up here awaiting an urgent 
message, surrounded by Turkish Hashshashin or wild-eyed 
Moluccans run amok. In all honesty, Lew still struck her as a 
randomly dangerous person, one prone to unpredictable emotion 
and violence. A seether. At the same time, Lew carried a presence 
of being, that no-fooling-around type of manner she now found 
too damn attractive. She knew that, if it were she who was 
besieged by the swarming hordes, he would be a valuable ally and 
friend. 

“Lew,” she called. Then she remembered. 

“Lew!” she cried out again, racing to the kitchen. Finding no 
one, she dashed up to the sleeping level. 

They were both gone, the old one and Lew, too. They had left 
her alone again. She didn’t remember the onslaught, the other's 
attempt at stealing her spirit. She only remembered one thing: a 
sound both terrifying and glorious. A sound from her dream. 
Lew’s Name. Only it was Lew no longer. 

A voice from below sent her sprinting down the stairs. 

“Sumi!” Lew called, bursting through the front door. She met 
him halfway across the common room, embracing him with a 
loving look and then with her warm, strong body. But then she 
sensed his tension and released him. 

“Lew, what’s wrong?” A worried frown creased her face. 

“Tm taking you out of here,” he said somberly, “Tl tell you all 
about it on the way.” 

She followed him up the stairs and caught him at the top, 


wrapping her arms around his waist. 
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He leaned back against her body. Then he took her hand. 
“Listen, Sumi, things are getting real bad.” He reached around her 
waist and pulled her close. She held him tightly. 

Her body spasmed and she gasped. 

“Sumi!” he whispered urgently, fearing that the other had 
found her again. 

She tilted her head back and stared at him strangely. 

“T just felt something, like that night when Johnny touched 
me. A pulse of energy running from your hands.” 
They stared at each other for a minute. 
“Betsy was right,” he said. 
“And Johnny,’ she answered. “You are becoming like him. It 
frightens me.” 
“We have to leave.” 
“Where's Johnny? We can't just go.” 
“We'll take your boat, Larry knows mine. Ever sail at night?” 
“Where are we going?” 
“You know that already.” 
She came over to him, peering out the window, at the forest 
that bent and swayed in a rising breeze. 
“The north wind has returned.” 
“Of course.” 
“And my dream.” 
“Yes, Syokwo.” The word sent shivers through her body. 
“And Johnny...” 
“You've seen it.” 
“Then it’s time.” 
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Chapter 32 


Bang! Bang! 


They stowed their gear aboard Sumi’s 41-foot Irwin Cruising 
Ketch. Although capable of carrying a thousand feet of sail, the 
mainsail would be reefed tight against the rising winds. The first 
several hours would be a straight run on a starboard tack up the 
President’s Channel: nice and wide and a hundred fathoms deep. 
After an hour of this, Lew relaxed. The motor of the sheriff’s 
launch would have betrayed it long before now, if Larry had been 
following them. 

Reminding him who was captain, Sumi ordered Lew below. 
She would wake him when she needed him. It was clear to her 
that what he needed most was sleep. 

Lew had last slept in Seattle, two nights ago. His wounds 
ached—from his shoulders and arm down to the dull bruises on 
his legs from the nocturnal nature walk with Johnny and Raven. 
Where the hell was the old one? He wondered as he lay down in 
the aft cabin and let the rhythmic slap of the waves send him off 
to a deep sleep. 

“Come on Lew! Try to wake up.” He heard a far off noise. The 
boat was rocking. No, it was he; Sumi had pulled him upright and 
was shaking him. 

“Lew, we're past the Channel. I need you; we've a tide to make. 
I’m so sorry.’ Her first slap registered as a gentle breeze on his 
cheek. She slapped him again and again. The third slap penetrated 
his slumber like a dental drill on a nerve. Lew’s eyes snapped 
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open, and his body awoke even as his mind struggled to claw its 
way back from some foggy remoteness. 

“Ouch! What?” 

“Here, sip this carefully” A hot mug found his right hand. He 
raised it to his lips, scorching them with a deep gulp. 

“Arrgh!” He took several quick, shallow breaths, trying to dim 
the pain. 

“Sip, I said” 

“Hot, he murmured absently. The world was sliding into 
focus. He was in a cabin on a boat with a woman and some 
fucking hot coffee. It was dark. Well done, brain! What next? Oh, 
right; we're closing in on a vision, a promise of power, yes, and of 
murder. He took another gulp of coffee, savoring its heat, a nice 
pain to cover that last memory. I shot a man today, or it is 
tomorrow already. And another man, a fellow I knew and once 
almost liked tried to kill me. So I shot at him. So what? This 
woman with the caustic coffee, I shot at her, too. Didn't even 
mean to. Self defense. Her imaginary bear might have killed me. 
No, that was Johnny’s bear. Now Johnny’s going to die. I'll 
probably shoot him as well; it seems to be my only talent. I call it 
“survival.” Self defense. He cringed inwardly. Every time he pled 
“self-defense,” his self objected. It refused to be the sucker for his 
guilt. Lew drained the mug. 

“Where is ‘here’?” he mumbled. 

“He drinks, he talks...but is he truly alive?” 

“Huh?” he looked at her. “Sumi, what’s the problem?” 

“We're just off Slim Chance Reef. It’s flush tide so we must 
cross now, or it'll take us hours to go around to the north.” 

“Want some help?” 
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“Someone has to be forward to watch out for rocks. I'll stay 
with the helm and the depth sounder. You just keep us to the 
south of the main reef, or we might end up joining the Tyee” 

“Tyee?” 

“While you were sleeping, I was thinking. How does this 
sound to you: There's no trace of the Skagway bank's gold ever 
having been recovered. The bank official was never found. The 
Tyee is still lost. The insurance company must have made 
restitution. But that doesn’t matter! There’s the secret.” 

“What...?” 

“The case remains open because it involves fraud. The gold is a 
minor factor now; it’s the crime that’s important. 

“Dont you see? There is no statute of limitations on fraud. If 
the Knudsen Corporation or its officers were involved, then the 
corporation is still liable. Do you have any idea what the interest 
alone would be on the value of 6,000 ounces of gold from 1898?” 

He shrugged. 

“IT would guess a couple hundred million dollars.” She grinned 
at him. 

“Goddamn,” he mumbled, “Then you think there must be 
some sort of evidence.” 

“The blanket!” She continued, “More than that. I think we'll 
find a handsome treasure off the north shore of Lamish Island. 
And once we bring this out in the open, no one can touch us.” She 
chuckled. “Johnny’s lied to us. The old guy knew all the time what 
Knudsen was after. He’s been trying to keep us away from Lamish 
Island.” 

“Say. Betsy told me Johnny was behind the restitution of the 
Island to the Lamish tribe” 
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“Do you realize what that means...? No fishing or diving in the 
surrounding waters. No one’s been down there. The Tyee'’s got to 
be there!” 

“So it’s Knudsen who bought off the deputy. I could have 
guessed that one.” 

“Not necessarily. Sure, he’s got 200 million good reasons to 
avoid exposure. But just about anyone could be after the gold. 
Someone might have been blackmailing Knudsen all these years, 
and this someone might be trying to save his advantage...” 

“You're talking about someone we all know and love?” 

“The very same.” 

“Johnny,” they both whispered. 

“That’s how he got Knudsen to co-sign the Lamish loan” 

“And the blanket was just another piece of evidence. Who 
knows how many trails lead to this treasure, how many folks 
might want a seat on this gravy train?” 

“You do realize we're chasing a phantom ship, guided by an 
ancient Native American myth.” 

“So?” 

“So, even Spielberg wouldn't make this one up,” he allowed. 
“Tt’s got to be...” 

“Chuckanut Johnny,’ she agreed. “The old guy has quite a flair 
for the dramatic. I only wish hed plan on missing the finale.” 

“T just wish I knew how he plans to get here. I took the liberty 
of removing a certain cable from my boat. Unless he really can fly, 
I don't see how he could get here before we've come and gone.” 

“You didn't!” she cried out. “But the qweykwa...” 

“The qweykwa expects us to act according to our own 
instincts. My instinct tells me Larry would probably camp off the 
headlands of Midnight Island and kill anyone who left in my boat. 
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Come morning, he'll be looking for us anyway. So we had better 
make that tide.” 

He swung his feet off the berth and stood, yawning. She led 
him topside and handed over the flashlight, pointing him to the 
bow. 

They made it over the dangerous shallows without incident. 
Lew gave her a couple of minor course changes to justify her 
waking him up. Her inherent judgement and skill with the charts 
left him feeling more impressed than useful. 

They settled back for the last leg of the passage, coming 
around Lamish Island to moor on the north side. The charts 
showed no other rocks until well past the northern marker buoy, 
so Sumi suggested that he try to sleep some more. Only now he 
was wide awake, awake and wrestling with the theory she had 
presented. 

“Listen, Johnny seems to know so much, how come he hasn't 
found the gold himself? He’s had decades to look for it.” 

“That brings me to a problem we have,’ she said. 

“What's that?” 

“ve got a couple of scuba tanks and a good wet suit. Only we 
don't know where to start looking” 

“You're right.” Lew sat down heavily on the edge of the 
cockpit. The prospect of finding anything was hopelessly remote. 
They wouldn't have a week. They might have two days before they 
got captured by Larry or were chased away by the Lamish tribal 
authorities. And then there was still one juvenile renegade out 
there. 

Silenced by the weight of uncertainty, they sailed around the 
eastern end of Lamish Island and made the final leg into the 
northern bay. A bright field of stars winked down at them while 
luminescent jellyfish blew by in the water. It was three a.m. when 
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they halted in the cove. Lew hefted the anchor over the bow, while 
Sumi rigged a drag off the stern to keep them stable in the swift 
tidal currents. 

“Can I ask you something?” Lew said. 

“Sure. But only after I ask you something. Why am I part of all 
this? Johnny has you, but why pull me into this equation?” 

“Johnny has plans for you, Sumi.” 

“T see. So ignoring me was just part of the larger picture. How 
about you? Have you plans for me?” 

“Well, ma'am, of all the people I’ve ever shot at...” 

“Uncounted hordes, no doubt...” 

“T like you best.” 

“T1l bet you tell that to all your victims.” 

“You're the first one I've missed.” 

“Strange courtship ritual you've found there, Ranger. You ever 
try sweet talking?” 

“Im more the straight shootin type” 

“Tm glad..” 

“You are?” 

“Tm glad you missed.” 

“That makes two of us. For days I kept seeing you as a corpse, 
frozen in the snow.” 

“It's a mighty good thing you can shoot.” 

“Why’s that?” 

“Because you can't sweet talk worth a damn.” 

“So can I?” 

She let his hand sift through her hair. “Any time, sailor man.” 

“T mean ask a question.” 

“Shoot,” she laughed. 

“A place in Japan called Koyasan. What happened there?” 
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“How do you know about that? Oh, yes. Betsy.’ Sumi brought 
her head down on his shoulder. “Two weeks ago I wouldn't have 
dreamed Id tell you this. I never told anybody. Except Betsy, of 
course. But then she already seemed to know about it somehow. 
She came right out and asked me about it” 

“Then it must be important. So what happened?” 

“After my book came out in hard cover, I took a long trip to 
Japan. I wanted to find some kind of connection, something that 
would stop me from drifting. My own personal history. I guess I 
wanted some identity other than sansei American. My 
grandparents came from Kyoto, so I went there first. I found a 
whole street full of relatives. One of them offered to take me up to 
Koyasan, a mountain east of Osaka, where there's this huge 
Buddhist cemetery. It’s really old place, and we have a family plot 
there. You stay in temples when you go there. They serve the best 
food, all vegetarian, of course. They wake you up at five-thirty to 
attend the morning service, and after supper there’s this bath that 
so hot,” she puffed out her cheeks, “you feel like a lobster in the 
pot. 

“And between the morning service and the hot tub...?” 

“You pay your respects to the dead.” 

“What happened? One of the dead return the compliment?” 

“Something like that. You sure you're interested in all this?” 

“Please go on.” 

“Well, Auntie Kyoko and I went straight to the ancestral burial 
grounds and spent the first morning cleaning them up: We were 
sweeping leaves away, washing the monuments, just tidying 
everything up. This is on top of a mountain, remember, in the 
middle of a huge cedar forest. Pathways of stone run for miles, 
branching into smaller paths that lead to individual plots. Ours is 
in the oldest section. It’s not the largest, but I could tell that my 
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aunt was very proud of it. And there were plenty of graves, all my 
well-to-do forebears: samurai and daimyo. Auntie didn’t speak 
much English, and I didn’t pick up my Japanese until later, so we 
pretty much kept to ourselves.” 

“The first time I saw her, the old crone was resting on the 
fence bordering the neighboring plot, watching us sweep. She sat 
there for a good hour and finally I said hello to her in my politest 
Japanese. She nodded and smiled at me. But my aunt...” 

“She didn't want you talking to strangers, right?” 

“No, she wanted to know who it was I was talking to. So I 
pointed over to the old woman, only she was gone. Me, I couldn't 
believe my aunt hadn't seen this person, but she claimed she saw 
no one, and she was very agitated when I described the old 
woman. Finally, she asked me if the old woman was blind” 

“Tt wasn't until then that I remembered that the woman 
carried a long stick, like a blind person might carry. But it made 
certain sense then, why she didn't say anything until I spoke to 
her. She could not see us. That made me very sad, to think of this 
sweet old lady wandering blindly through a graveyard. Auntie was 
greatly troubled when I admitted that I believed the old crone was 
blind. She gathered up our tools, and we left the cemetery directly. 
We didn't even go back as wed planned the next day, when we 
were going to offer our respects to our ancestors. Instead, she 
prepared to take me back to Kyoto, and she wouldn't talk about 
her fears, although I could see that she was terrified of the old 
woman. She begged me to stay in the room, but I managed to slip 
out when she went off to make travel arrangements. I just wanted 
to see the old monastery that was near our temple. I hardly 
expected to see the same old blind woman again.” 

“But you did” 
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“Yes. I was taking a photo of the main hall. The courtyard was 
filled with young monks in their robes. Everything was peaceful, 
and everyone moved with a quiet determination, like at school 
between periods. Everyone had some place to be. I turned around 
and she was there. Sitting on a bench. I could hardly ignore her, 
now could I? Well, I walked over to her. I wanted to ask if she 
needed anything. 

‘Sit? she commanded, and in English. I think that surprised 
me most of all. ‘I have been waiting for you? Well, I didn’t know 
how to reply to that, so I just sat down beside her. “You are not 
ready. When you are, you will return, she whispered.” 

‘I must go, I told her, and I stood, but she grabbed my hand, 
pressing it to her boney breast, through the threadbare kimono. 
Then she smiled.” 

‘It is true; her face brightened. ‘I had lost hope. Do not make 
me wait a long time.” 

‘Let me go, I said, wrenching my hand away. I ran toward the 
main hall, but when I turned back...” 

“She was gone?” 

“Exactly,” 

“Perhaps she slipped away.” 

“Nope, the geography wouldn't have allowed that. Nothing but 
open courtyard for a hundred yards in both directions. At first I 
ignored the whole episode. But then I started seeing her in other 
places I visited in Japan. When I left Japan, I thought I had left her 
behind. Ever since Betsy brought it up, I haven't been able to stop 
thinking about her. Tell me, do you think she was real?” 

“Listen, I've got my own geriatric problem to worry about.” 

“Okay. But one of these days I'll go back to Japan to look for 
her” 
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Sitting in the blackness and the chill night wind, they drew 
closer, realizing at the same moment that they would be alone 
together with a few hours until daybreak. 

“Come with me, galley slave,’ Sumi’s voice became a husky 
tremolo. “I intend to sleep with you as my blanket tonight.” 

“Aye-aye, Cap'n,” Lew said in his best ersatz Cockney, “I'd 
follow ye ter the brin’y depths.” 

She took his hand and pulled him through the hatchway. 
Giggling, she led him back into her cabin. 

“Briny depths, indeed!” Sumi pulled her sweater over her 
head. 

Lew had not anticipated how difficult it would be for two 
persons to undress in the same cramped dark cabin. They traded 
elbows and knees for a while until he surrendered and sat back on 
the berth, following her progress with a series of questions. 

“How's it going?” 

“Trying to get out of these knee socks. Be patient.” 

“Now what...?” 

She hung her bra on his ear. “Your turn.” 

Sumi slid under the covers while he stood, wrestling with the 
buttons on his Levis. Naked at last he followed her between the 
sheets. 

They lay there together, Sumi’s head pressed against his chest 
and his hand roving over her back. The sexual tension between 
them was as awkward as it was exciting. It was at once too late and 
too soon for them to get physical with each other in a casual way. 
Although it was too soon after Betsy’s death, they already had too 
many shared experiences. They held themselves motionless, 
almost breathless. As the boat sloshed and dapped in the water, a 
faint rhythmic clicking came from the halyards secured to the 


masts. 
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“Did you hear that?” Lew whispered. He had felt the presence 
of another person on board. He thought of the missing 
delinquent. 

“It’s probably nothing.” Sumi stroked his hair. “This old boat is 
creaky at night.” 

“Tm going topside,’ he whispered. “If there’s no one up there, 
Pll be right back. He kissed her cheek and slid off the berth, 
groping for his pants. “Keep your motor running” 

“If you're not back in five minutes, sailor, Pll have you 
keelhauled for deserting your post,’ she whispered, feigning 
anger. “You be careful” 

Lew pulled on his jeans and found the Colt. As quietly as 
possible he made his way forward. He reasoned that anyone 
boarding would make for the center cockpit. So he silently slid the 
bolt, locking the main hatchway. No sense inviting them down. 

The hatch cover in the forward v-berth compartment hadn't 
been opened in quite a while. Its watertight gasket stuck 
stubbornly to the fiberglass deck. Finally, he gave it a pop with the 
heel of his hand and it broke open. 

The hard part was convincing himself to go through it. He first 
grabbed the bolster and jerked one end of it out the hatch. 
Nothing happened. He counted down from three for courage and 
popped his head and shoulders out of the hatchway. Standing 
upright on the berths, he leveled the automatic toward the center 
of the boat. 

He peered intently, swinging the pistol’s barrel across the 
beam. After a minute of this he began to feel a bit foolish. Then it 
happened. 

“Bang! Bang! You're dead.” The voice was directly behind and 
above him. Now he really felt foolish; whoever it was had been 
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standing on the forward deck of the bow, watching his little 
performance. He froze. 
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Chapter 33 


Human, All Too Human 


The voice took on a shade of familiarity—Johnny. Of course, but 
how? Lew turned slowly around. The old guy was leaning on the 
railing that formed the bow-sprit of the ketch. He wore an old 
buckskin, Kit Carson coat over a pair of Big Mac overalls. 

“Jesus, Johnny.” 

“You don't look glad to see me, little one,” 

“For a magician, Johnny, you've got lousy timing.” 

“Sumi can wait a little longer. What we have to do must be 
done now.” 

“Where's your boat?” How the hell did Johnny find them? 
Better than that, how did he get here? The old one could not 
possibly have stowed away. Lew had thoroughly searched the craft 
before they launched. 

“Boat?” Johnny laughed mischievously, shrugging his 
shoulders. 

A cold hand touched Lew’s bare stomach. He jumped, cracked 
his head on the clubfoot of the jib, and dropped the Colt down the 
hatchway. Johnny howled with laughter at this. 

“Sorry, Sumi said. Still, she broke out laughing while Lew sat 
on the deck nursing the lump on the top of his skull. 

“All right, Johnny, what do you want this time?” he barked. 

“I came to help you find the gold” 

“You told us there wasn’t any gold.” Lew said. 

“Maybe I lied,” he offered, smiling. 
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“Meaning maybe you didn’t, or maybe you and Larry and 
Laxkiku and Knudsen are all in this together.” 

Johnny’s eyes flashed dark anger. “You want to handle this all 
by yourselves, like you ‘handled’ Betsy, I suppose.” 

Lew stared off toward the island, clamping his jaw tight. 

“That’s not fair!” Sumi said, coming up out of the hatchway. 

“Wait.” Lew said. “Johnny’s right. He offered us help earlier, 
and we didn’t listen. But Johnny,’ Lew turned to him, “You've 
never told us the truth, have you?” 

“You'll know it all by this time tomorrow,’ Johnny replied. 

“Why the mystery?” Sumi asked. 

“Might as well ask, why the qweykwa?” he said, his smile 
returning. “Come on, Lew; we must go over to the island. Bring 
the ember with you.” He hopped down the hatch, dragging his 
bag behind him. “First I must prepare.” 

In a few minutes Johnny returned on deck. He was wearing his 
ceremonial apron again, and a shirt of coarse white cloth under 
his coat. His feet were bare, his hair loose and blowing. 

“You'll get cold without your shoes, Snoquask.” 

Johnny’s feet were already turning blue. He looked down at 
himself. 

“I used to swim every day, even through the ice in the winter. 
Don't worry about me. My shirt will keep me warm.” 

Lew looked closer at his shirt, it seemed very old, but it was 
only thin cotton sewn with sinew. 

“Tve got a jacket you can borrow that would do a better job of 
ity 

“This was a gift from an old friend. It’s a ‘ghost shirt; little one, 
as you whites called them. This one was empowered by a wise old 
Sioux. They say it can’t be penetrated, but I’m not so sure” 
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He turned around. In the center of the back of the shirt was a 
small dark hole surrounded by a blackly redolent stain. He pulled 
his coat back on. 

“Maybe only the front has the power.” He laughed once, cut it 
short, and looked past Lew to the north. “I expected the other to 
seek for us last night. I could hardly believe he wouldn't find us. It 
is curious.” 

“Looks like you fooled him” 

“Hardly. Rather, I expect he'll be here in person soon. The only 
reason he’s not still looking is that he already found us.” Johnny 
sighed and went back below. “Damn wind is cold,’ he muttered. 

Lew had inflated Sumi’s dinghy and they boarded the rubber 
craft. Johnny turned to Sumi. 

“We'll be back sometime after dawn. You keep a sharp eye out 
for any approaching boat. Do you know how to use Lew’s pistol?” 

“Not really” 

“Fire it twice if you spot anyone unusual.” 

“Present personnel excluded?” 

“Just try not to sink your own boat.” Lew added. 

“You best say goodbye to Lew here. You won't see him again.” 

“What?” she cried, echoing Lew’s thoughts. 

“His body will be intact, don’t worry. He’s going to have 
himself a new Name. Only it’s not new. I suspect it’s older than 
this island. Enough talking, we got to get going.” He pushed the 
dinghy away from the ketch. 

Johnny carried the bulging cloth bag on his lap while Lew 
rowed. They observed a careful silence. When Lew beached the 
dinghy, the old one jumped out and moved quickly into the 
brush. Lew dragged the boat out of the water and ran after him, 
feeling increasingly uneasy as they moved inland. 
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Lamish Island was narrow for its length. They topped a low 
ridge in about twenty minutes. In the large clearing were several 
decaying wooden structures: too small to be houses, but large 
enough to be—graves! Lew remembered suddenly: Benny Klein 
had mentioned that this was a graveyard island, where the Lamish 
would entomb their dead. What did he say about spirit loss? A 
ragged chill found Lew’s backbone, as he ran up close to Johnny. 

“Johnny!” His urgent whisper cut the silence. 

“Quiet, little one!” Johnny shot back, “No talking until we 
make the fire. Go and gather some wood.” 

Lew ran past the crypts and into the forest where he gathered 
up squaw wood, dry branches on the underside of evergreens. He 
brought this back to the clearing. Johnny nodded his approval 
and laid the fire in a small circle he had drawn on the bare earth. 
Then he sat back and looked curiously at Lew. 

“Well?” he said, after a minute. 

Lew stared back at him in total puzzlement. The old one shook 
his head slowly. 

“The ember,’ he whispered. 

“Right!” said Lew, too loudly. Johnny glanced over his 
shoulder. 

Lew removed the Wolves’ ember from of his shirt pocket. 
Again it glowed its peculiar blue light. He pushed it into the base 
of the pile and it flamed. The fire caught and grew. 

“We're safe for now.’ Johnny spoke in a normal tone. 

They sat together in the darkness, absorbed in the mysterious 
flame of the Wolves’ fire. 

“Why have we come here?” Lew asked at last. 

“Tt is time to complete the qweykwa. I must see...” He halted. 

“See what?” 
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“If I can truly kill the white in you...and save the man. 
Tonight I will give you to your Name. By morning you will join 
me fully as dexwidakeb.” He stared away, off to the north. There 
was dread in his voice and hesitation in his manner. For the first 
time Lew felt that the old one was completely unsure of what he 
was about to initiate. The fear returned, leaping to the front of his 
attention. Lew quickly corralled it, forcing himself to stay aware of 
Johnny’s instructions. 

“Drink,” the old one held out a leather bottle. “One sip only.” 

Lew took and put the bottle to his lips, allowing a few drops 
down his throat. He had barely handed the bottle back when his 
stomach began to erupt. He lurched over to a bush and collapsed, 
vomiting repeatedly. 

“Are you trying to poison me?” he said coming back. 

“Tam purifying you for what will happen next. Take off all 
your clothes. Go ahead, now.” 

Lew obeyed. 

“Run down to the water—not through the burial ground—and 
immerse yourself. All the way, I mean, up to your chin. Stay there 
until you hear a whistle” 

“Be quick,” he added when Lew hesitated. Lew trotted off. 

Johnny stood and walked back down toward the bay. He 
found a willow and cut a branch, pulling off the leaves. 

“T have no son,” he mumbled, “no one to give the Name of my 
brother.’ The old one’s head bent with a life load of loneliness. His 
eyes returned to the fire. He spoke to the north wind, his voice 
heavy with sadness. “If you will not accept this one as my son, 
then carry Tcinakwa to me now. Let the lizard take me across to 
the land of the dead.” He waited in silence while the wind stirred 
up the flames of the wolf fire. “Woodpecker,” he called out, louder. 
“Keep watch for an ancient friend. See for yourself how the vision 
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finds its meaning. Be wary of Laxkiku, for another now claims the 
Name, and I fear he is worse than the old one” 

After a time Johnny reached into his tunic and pulled out a 
wooden whistle. He blew this three times and then stood, 
straightening his ceremonial apron and leggings. 

Lew reappeared, running quickly, shivering, his skin ruddy 
from the Sound. “Damn, it’s cold,” He extended his hand toward 
the flames. “And this fire doesn’t help a bit” 

“Stand still, little one. That’s right, arms out at your side. What 
I must do next will make you forget the cold.” Johnny walked 
around behind him and began to beat him moderately with the 
willow, working around his body until he had found it entirely. 
Then he circled once more. This time he did not hold back, and he 
was pleased that no protest spilled out of the young one’s lips. 
When he was done he reached into his satchel and pulled out the 
extra set of leggings and the Chilkat that had been his father’s. He 
tied these on Lew, who stood, as a warrior would, facing the fire, 
cleansed and purified. 

“You shall be my son, and heir to the privileges of my house. 
Do you know what this means?” He smiled. “No. Of course you 
don't. It doesn't matter, none of young ones know, and few of the 
old folk care. I will say that ours was a mighty house once, and we 
were strong in the warring power. We took many slaves, and we 
guarded the ancestral lands well” 

“This one is my son,” he turned to the north. “His heart is 
pure, his spirit is strong. His name is Lew. It has been said. So it 
remains.” Then he sat. Lew stared down at him. 

“That’s it?” 

“Tt loses something without the potlatch, but it is done 
nonetheless.” 


“Then we can leave...” 
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“Hold on a minute. You are now of my house. I am proud to 
have you. But the main ceremony has not yet begun.” 

Lew sank down on his haunches. He was experiencing a 
strange combination of intense fatigue and heightened 
perception. Although he could barely keep his eyes open he was 
continually aware of a flood of competing sensations: the coarse 
dirt under his feet, the wind on his body, and the sparking cobalt 
firelight. 

“This night you will be given your Name,’ said Johnny. “It is a 
Name last given to my cousin. He was a powerful shaman and a 
master of siwash. His Name has remained uncalled for many 
years. Those of The Clan have pressed me to give it to one of their 
kin. I have tried this often. Tried, and always failed. For the spirits 
of our young have withered. And they look away from the truth. 
Now it is your turn—you, a white man. Tcinakwa will be 
enraged.” He lapsed into a groaning song. Lew added this 
wavering melody to the pressing overload of sensory input that 
threatened to topple him into a desperate panic. 

“Tell me about the Wolves.” Johnny whispered suddenly. 

Lew looked over to the old one, who now appeared to be 
sleeping. 

“Did you say something?” he asked, but Johnny remained 
impassive, eyes closed, head nodding. 

The suggestion lingered and mingled with the tapering 
memory of Johnny’s song. Lew found himself swaying and 
dipping at the memory of the wolf pack. He heard them, far off, 
and signaled them to come closer. 

Not waiting for the pack, Lew was already onto a scent. 
Bounding into the forest, he found a meager trail that took him 
shortly to a large clearing where occasional monolithic boulders 
broke out of the short grass. 
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He was almost upon the hare when he first saw it, standing 
rigid, gray and tiny, awaiting his lunge. Lew feinted and caught 
the struggling thing as it made its move, ripping into it with his 
teeth, tasting it: the blood and sinew. Craving it. 

Their calls interrupted his meal. He dropped the remainder 
and sprinted back to the fire, where his brothers stood, eyeing 
Johnny warily, yapping happily at the flames. 

He greeted them and let them lick the blood from his face and 
hands. Then he told them that Snoquask was a friend and bade 
them to rest by the fire. 

“You needn't have brought the whole pack,’ Johnny fussed as 
they settled down around him. “At least you succeeded in 
summoning them, and you've eaten live prey. That is wise; a fresh 
sacrifice by a novitiate gives him power.’ 

From his cloth bag the old one took what appeared to Lew to 
be a Rastafarian wig of rough-carded wool. He put this over Lew’s 
head, carefully concealing his vision with the thick strands. Then 
he took out an old peanut-butter jar that was filled with black 
gooey pigment and, with his fingers, drew dark lines over Lew’s 
face and torso. Johnny instructed him to keep his attention on the 
base of the fire and to ignore everything that went on around him. 
Distraction would be fatal, he warned 

They were ready to begin the Naming Ceremony, he 
admonished. The ceremony must be public, and since he dared 
not perform it in the company of the living, he had chosen to do 
it here amid the host of the dead. Before he could begin, he 
explained in a low voice, he must call on these spirits and make 
them welcome to the ritual. 

Lew had reached the point in his perception of Johnny’s 
explanations where he didn't bother to question their validity. As 
the old one had said the first time, back on Midnight Island: He 
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wasnt interested in Lew’s beliefs anyway. It was the experience 
itself that informs, the vision that instructs. Lew’s original doubts 
about the reality of these visions—and the sanity of the viewer— 
had been quelled by the sensations of the last several days. His 
encounter with the Wolf pack had brought him to the point where 
nothing seemed as real as these vision moments. 

He watched the flame through the fringe of the woolen cap. 
Johnny’s voice tickled the back of his mind. It felt grand to be 
back near the Wolves’ fire. The hours passed, while Johnny 
intoned the discordant melodies that welcomed the dead to the 
fire. The wolves grew restive, but remained near the flames, 
yapping their disapproval. The moon had set, leaving the stars to 
observe, along with the dead, the ancient rite that would transfer 
the immortal inheritance of tamamus from one ephemeral being 
to another. 

Left to his thoughts, Lew reflected on his awareness of power. 
Before, it had seemed a simple idea: strength is power, money is 
power, and control of people's minds is the ultimate power. Now 
he saw another dimension. Power lies in one’s ability to effect 
these moments of Knowledge; for the experience-instant cannot 
be maintained—the orgasm fades. But Power remains: the power 
to grasp again the Knowledge moment. This was an altogether 
different creature, this Power: It grew when you used it. 

Lew marveled at the radical simplicity of this revelation— 
increasing power through use. Real Power directed one toward 
Knowledge. But Power was only the trigger; Knowledge was the 
goal. Everything else faded in the quest for the instant of knowing 
and the path to the Power Flow. Yes! he did understand, at last. He 
had found the meaning of Wolf. 
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Lew almost whooped in his sudden exaltation, but Johnny 
gripped his arm tightly and growled at him to be more 
disciplined. 

Lew let his thoughts return to Wolf. Wolf was inside of him, 
part of him. It was he who basked in the blue flame, he realized. 
Lew thought: And he is I, for I am Wolf. Wolf has no doubts 
about his Knowledge. His Knowledge is crystal clear and direct, 
cutting a fine trail to the Power Flow. The lament he offers at the 
moon is for his friend the human, who has lost the Knowledge. 
Lew knew then that Wolf is connected to this Knowledge in a way 
that humans are not. 

“You have a final question, young one?” Johnny’s voice cut 
short his reverie. 

“You know my thoughts, Snoquask,” said Lew, softly. “Tell me, 
why does Wolf know what we humans do not?” 

“At last you have found the question that leads to Knowledge. I 
have waited through your ceaseless confusion for this one 
question. You need ask no other...although, knowing you, there 
will be endless streams. It all goes back to the Transmuters, little 
one, far before your written history. Our legends of the 
Transmuters do not reveal the true story either. The real story of 
the Transmuters is...different...from its usual telling. You will see 
the reason for this. The Transmuters were people, like you or 
Betsy or myself. They were the first to discover the source of the 
tamamus. At the time, humans, like all other creatures, were 
connected with siwash. Even as Wolf knows to be a Wolf without 
learning, so we humans followed naturally our own path to 
siwash, But we were changing, growing in our ability to perceive 
and direct the power of our siwash? 

“At last a small group broke through the barrier between 


knowing the tamamus and controlling it. They found the primary 
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source of siwash. These were the Transmuters, and their leader 
was Coyote. Heyya! But they were greedy with their new power. 
They would not heed the vision of Coyote, who insisted that they 
bring this ability to all humans. Instead, they formed The Clan to 
hide their knowledge; then they changed the world. They changed 
our song, curse them, and hid the Power Flow from us all.” 

“Then Betsy was right: The ability lies dormant within us.” 

“A most bitter truth, little one. We are all so close to being 
what we could become. And yet this distance cannot be bridged 
easily.” 

“But you have...” 

“All that I have, I have learned. Just as you will learn. The path 
to tamamus is difficult, and the source remains hidden from us. 
They took away the best part —the corn of our spirit —and gave 
us toys in return. The Clan later realized that they had destroyed 
more than they planned; they had taken away our eyes and ears. 
No longer could we sense the presence of the deer or the path of 
the salmon. Almost all the people died before the Transmuters 
taught the rest to fish and hunt using tools instead of their 
awareness. Men and women would have killed each other off in 
their blind ignorance. So The Clan created rules to enforce their 
plan. We became a race of slaves, bound to follow The Clan’s laws. 
You do not sleep with your sister. Why? If you had the tamamus, 
it would never occur to you. Now it is written down—fuck her 
and go to jail. 

“Do you know of any other creature so pitiful as man? This is 
why Wolf knows what we do not, and why you seek the help of 
guardians in your quest for tamamus. You must find the path of 
another, through Wolf or some other Guardian—only then can 
you experience what your ancestors lost. Yes, the Transmuters 
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wandered around the world, changing everyone they met, not just 
people, but whites and blacks; everyone was altered.” 

“Why don’t we have any record of this?” 

“Do you not have a legend of some terrible event, back before 
your history?” 

“Well yes. There was Noah’ ark and the flood...” 

“The flood. Yes, I’ve heard of that one. It was a flood, all right: 
a flood of ignorance. After this flood, The Clan taught us how to 
write, to think—as your kind claim to do, although I have never 
seen any real evidence. They gave you your precious history and 
your God, too. Coyote, they gave them too much!” he shouted, 
shaking his fist at the sky. 

“So this ignorance is what gives us our intelligence. That all 
sounds rather backward to me.” 

“No, little one. It is quite simple. When folks lost the tamamus 
that made them human, they became frightened—without siwash 
they were powerless. This is why man made gods. We're lost, 
separated, from all things living and dead by the spiteful greed of 
the Transmuters; and our separation is unthinkable unless there is 
some way to overcome it. Instead of accepting our crippled 
condition, we believed we were better than everything else: One 
thing The Clan couldn't touch was our pride. Forget your pride, 
little one. You don't deserve it. Forget your gods, too. But 
remember the deeds of The Clan—remember what they have 
done to you, through your forebears. You are crippled, like all of 
us, and you must struggle if you will be whole again. Do you 
understand me?” 

“What about The Clan?” 

“They are here. You did not understand, I see.” He looked 
sadly into Lew’s eyes. “I am of The Clan” 
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It hit him much harder than it should have. Increasingly, Lew 
had experienced a growing perception of Johnny’s power, of an 
ancient chemistry, an added capacity, an almost extra-human will. 
He wondered how much more was hidden from his untrained 
perception. 

“You're a...god then?” he whispered, uncertainly. 

“No,’ Johnny laughed, “Unfortunately, just a human. But that 
can be quite enough. You see, the original Clan died off long ago. 
Before they did, they gave us the quest, so that the knowledge 
they had stolen would not die with them. You have felt the 
tamamus of Wolf. It is good and very powerful. Yet it is but one 
dimension of tamamus. Humans were once not so limited. In 
time we may regain our own path to the tamamus. If the quest is 
forgotten, all is lost. We will never find the Way again.” 

“But if your Clan is so damn powerful, why haven't they,-- 
you--well, taken over.” 

“The original Transmuters created a perfect foe for 
themselves. In their desire to limit the path to tamamus, they 
made humans who were entirely ignorant of this knowledge. And 
total ignorance, as I have said before, is more destructive than any 
knowledge. They made another mistake—they believed their 
power would flow naturally to their children. It did not. The 
source of the tamamus must be realized through effort. Yet their 
children became increasingly simple. After several generations 
The Clan lost its way to the source. After that, they struggled even 
to preserve access to tamamus. The quest was begun. Entrance 
into The Clan became an honor, not a matter of birth. Only those 
who showed the courage to quest and live, to sing the Names, 
were allowed to acquire a Guardian. And among these few, still 
fewer were permitted to quest for the mighty Tcinakwa”” 

“But can't you change us back, give us what they stole?” 
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“No, little one, you are all outside the Power Flow.” 

“What happened to The Clan? How many are you?” 

“We are few now. Most have died at the hand of the whites. 
Others were killed when their knowledge grew troublesome, or 
when they tried to steal a young apprentice. You know we took to 
kidnapping our own children. Like you, they are so very ignorant. 
Now the old ones hide back in the forests, bitter and decrepit, 
hating the white man but powerless to stop him. Our hatred is 
spent on our own people, so they have grown to despise us. Soon 
we will die alone, and they too will lose their access to the 
tamamus. Then the Way will be lost forever.” 

He looked forlornly at the sky and bellowed a mournful cry. 
From the darkness came a tremulous echo, louder than his own 
voice. For an instant they were surrounded by noise. 

“Look at the fire, little one. Don't die on me now.’ Johnny 
admonished. 

“So you touch the Power Flow. What does that mean, 
Snoquask?” 

“T hear the Name of reality, Lew. I sing the song of the spirits.” 
His voice was again hopeful, vibrant. “You will hear it also.” 

“The Name of reality...?” 

“Think carefully. What is the difference between a bear and a 
salmon?” 

“Different species...” 

“No! That’s a white man’s game.” 

“Well, they behave differently?” 

“Closer, little one, think behind your answers.” 

“They are just different,’ Lew snapped, impatiently. “One is a 
bear and the other a salmon?” 
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“Very good! Only do not confuse the words you use with their 
Names. Their Names are their own, what we call them is our way 
of distinguishing, not theirs. Do you understand?” 

“No, not really” 

“Let me help you. Imagine now the larva that drops from the 
tree into the water. To this, the salmon is like the bear.” 

“Some help...” 

“...Try to think, your people put so much energy into that 
curious activity. Use it one more time before you abandon it.” 

“Because it eats the larva,” Lew started, “the salmon is like the 
bear, which eats the salmon. And because it is eaten, the larva is 
like the salmon that gets eaten by the bear. It is all relative to the 
observer.” 

“Marvelous!” 

“...And the key to observation is the ability to change vantage 
points.” 

“Precisely. ..” 

“... Yes, and the means to this ability is through our Knowledge 
of the Names.” Lew spoke with complete conviction and absolute 
certainty, as if Johnny had asked him to name the color of the 
wolf’s fire. This was all so incredibly obvious. Everyone must 
know this. He could not conceive of ever not knowing. It is so 
simple and evident and comforting—as a swollen breast to the 
hungry infant. 

“When you sang your Power,’ Johnny continued. “In your 
mind you thought you were just calling to Raven and Wolf. 
Actually you were singing their names, only you did not then 
have the capacity to hear what you really spoke. Everything has a 
Name. Rocks, trees, the skies and rivers, animals and birds; they 
all sing their own peculiar songs. The warrior hears these songs. 
The shaman speaks them. The Transmuters could alter them. 
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Coyote alone commanded them. That is the Source of the Power 
Flow.” 

“Surely, everyone knows this,” said Lew. 

Johnny laughed and stifled himself. “You attained this 
Knowledge not more than two minutes ago and now you wonder 
if there is anyone who does not realize what you gained through 
the cost of thousands of lives and the agony of decades? You must 
remember that you are the only white to control this siwash, 
rudimentary though it is. And if you tell this to another white, he 
will likely consider you a fool, or worse.” 

“Hearing you say this, I do remember, although it puzzles me 
—why didn't you tell me this right off?” 

“I needed to open your song.” 

“What are the Songs?” 

“Song is the Name of something. The Transmuters change 
matter by altering its Song. First they take away the song of the 
object and then they replace it with another. In this way a man 
can be turned into, say, a rock. This is the power of Tcinakwa, the 
Way of The Clan” 

“Do you mean he actually becomes a rock, or he just thinks 
he’s one?” 

Johnny glowered at him, “Perhaps youd like to find out for 
yourself?” 

A rush of fear gripped Lew’s belly. “No way, Johnny. I believe 
you.” 

“Humph!” the old one snorted. He shook his head slowly. 
Again Lew felt his indecision, his trepidation. 

“Listen,” said Lew, “This is very important to you. Maybe I’m 
not ready yet. We might want to do this later. We could come 
back...” 
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“Now...” he said softly, “There will be no tomorrow. This is 
important, little one, for us both. Don't think I am giving you a 
Name. Far from it...I am giving you to the Name. The Name 
carries all the siwash of its collective holders, their 
accomplishments, and the hatred of their enemies. You must 
accept it all, or it will destroy you. Do you understand?” 

“T think so.” 

“Very well then.” He took a rattle out of his satchel. It was 
bulbous, made from two pieces of wood with a short handle. 
From the sound, it was filled with pebbles. The rounded part had 
been carved into two faces and painted red. 

“Look at the fire, do not turn from it!” He pulled the cap 
further down across Lew’s face. 

Lew heard the old one shake the rattle and speak in a language 
he could not understand. Snoquask spoke for a long time. He 
stopped once and briefly explained that he was reciting the known 
accomplishments, honors, and legends accrued to the Name. This 
took hours. Then there was silence. 

Wait! Lew heard another voice coming from the darkness. 
Thin and breathy, it spoke without pause, like a bagpipe or a 
spring wind blowing in the firs. He resisted the temptation to look 
up. After that came another voice, different from the first, then 
another. The time dragged slowly onward. He couldn't understand 
any of it. He wondered if he would need to learn Lamish. He was 
never much good at languages in school. Finally the voices ended. 
The fire burned low. 

Lew heard Snoquask rummaging in his bag, and the sound of 
metal pieces clinking. He shifted his head so that he could watch 
what the old one did, peeking sideways through the woolen 
fringe, his eyes darting between Snoquask and the fire. Snoquask 
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drew what appeared to be silver dollars out of a leather pouch, 
tossing them into the air. 

This caused a great commotion. Unseen things bumped 
against Lew. Every touch sent a shock of fright flashing through 
him. Lew struggled not to piss in his pants. Snoquask flung more 
handfuls, and the sound of the tossed coins was joined by 
whistling eddies of wind. He watched the ground around the fire 
—the coins failed to drop! Then, he guessed, Johnny ran out of 
money. The confusion faded. Silence returned, and calm stillness. 
Johnny reached toward him. 

“Take this.” He handed Lew the rattle. 

Lew expected some mind-crushing onrush of sensation. 
Nothing happened. He turned looked across at Snoquask, who sat 
smiling broadly. 

“You are Kwaskedan, my brother. Say it...Kwaskedan.” 

“Kwaskedan,’ Lew said softly. It reminded him of the voices of 
the dead. They had also said it, many times. “Kwaskedan,” he 
spoke louder. It seemed familiar now. 

“You may dance,’ said Snoquask. 

“Dance?” Lew queried. 

“Circling around the fire is the usual pattern” 

“Dance?” repeated Lew. 

“You don't feel like dancing?” 

“Well, to be honest, no.” 

“Humph,” Snoquask shook his head. 

“Is that bad?” 

“Tt makes no difference. I just liked it, you know, when people 
danced. I guess it’s true.” 

“What's that.” 

“You whites don’t have rhythm?” 

“T could fake it” 
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“Dont trouble yourself”? He nodded and rose to his feet, 
brushing the dust from his overalls. Snoquask snatched the 
woolen cap off Lew’s head and unceremoniously stuffed it back 
into his bag. Lew bent forward to retrieve the ember from the fire 
but it had burned to a fine ash. 

“You'll need it no longer,’ Johnny said. “Let’s go now.” 

“That’s all?” Lew asked, bracing for a rebuff. 

“Of course,’ said Snoquask. He glanced at the sky. The sun was 
about to rise over the flank of Mt. Baker. Lew stood and they 
walked back toward the cove. 

“How do you feel?” Snoquask asked. 

“Okay. Nothing abnormal” 

“Tt'll come.” 

“Snoquask?” 

“Another question? Go ahead little one. Ask away if you must.” 
He grinned. 

“That night, before I met Wolf, you said something. You said, 
‘I came for you and her? Who did you mean—Betsy, or Sumi?” 

“For her, Kwaskedan—She holds the future of us all. She must 
rekindle the Power Flow, or we will lose it forever. Don't you see? I 
came for Sumi!” 

“Sumi,” Lew whispered, confused. “Then, why did you do this 
to me? Why not just approach her? I know she wanted you to.” 

“Her love runs deep in her” 

“T don’t understand” 

He shook his head. “Must I say it? All right, I made her love 
you.” 

“Like hell!” Lew’s anger flared, he shut it down. 

“Okay. I'll say it another way. I made you lovable.” 

“What?” 
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“T could never steal her spirit as I did yours. Somewhere, 
somehow, she has touched the Power Flow. That makes her 
vulnerable to my guardians, but I could never become her teacher. 
You see, she has the potential to quest for Tcinakwa itself, and this 
makes her too strong for me. As much as she might want—must 
need—to quest for the tamamus, she also distrusts men. All men. 
It was clear I could never guide her. But you...” 

“You used your power on her.” It hurt to think she had no 
choice. 

“Not really.’ Snoquask smiled. “Her feelings for you were 
already evident. However, you were not, how does it go, the ‘apple 
of her eye’? You just needed some polishing, little one. You had it 
in you all the time.” 

“That first night, when she held me. You told her to come to 
ini... 

“I needed to know if she was still capable of reaching out” 

“And the rest ... these ordeals?” 

“She wanted a shaman. I made one for her. One she could 
trust.’ 

“What about me? What if I had run off with Betsy?” 

He shook his head. “Betsy knew you loved Sumi. She was very 
brave, it would have hurt her deeply, later, had she lived. She really 
was a seer. She saw it all very clearly, and she played her part to 
the end. As for you—you make out pretty good. You lost your 
hate and regained your spirit. You found a guardian and a damn 
good Name. You're not white anymore, and you get the girl. 
Heyya! I should trade with you. Look at me. I lost three good 
friends, my boat and my house. You don't see me crying. It is all 
part of the plan, Kwaskedan. Soon, very soon, you will see 
everything. Come on, let’s go” 

“Snoquask?” 
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“Another question? Jesus, Id better sit down. We're gonna be 
here all day.” 

He squatted on his heels, looking up at Lew. 

“What do you mean, I’m not white anymore?” 

“A simple compliment.” He hacked and spat into the grass. 
“True, you look white. I can't fix that for you. But you no longer 
think white. The Name has you now. Remember it always, 
Kwaskedan. That fellow, Lew Emery, he’s just a name in the 
telephone book. Now we must see if Kwaskedan can sing his 
Name. Then we'll know if your white spirit is strong enough. The 
Clan says the white man will never find the tamamus. I say you 
will. It makes no difference being white. Sometime, not long now, 
the Power Flow will come back to everyone. That’s my vision. 
That’s my answer.’ 

Lew stood looking down at him, wondering when the old 
fellow was going to stop knocking him over the head. Every time I 
think I have things sorted out, he knocks it all crazy again. Lew 
opened his mouth and Johnny scowled. He shut it again. 

“Ready?” 

Lew nodded. 

The sound of gunfire split the dawn sky. 
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Chapter 34 


The Captain 


“Sumi!” Lew yelled, sprinting for the dinghy. 

“It has come,’ whispered Johnny, running spryly beside him. 

The blue speedboat was tied up at the bow of Sumi’s ketch. A 
man stood behind Sumi, his arm around her neck, Lew’s Colt 
pointed at her forehead. 

“Game's over!” yelled Winslow Fireweed Jacobs at them. “You 
lose.” 

“Follow my lead, Kwaskedan,” whispered Johnny while Lew 
rowed. “Let your Name take control. You don’t have much time.” 

“Well, he’s only one guy. If he blinks, Pll cream him” 

They approached the ketch from the port bow. Win monitored 
their progress. 

“Little lady gets a .45 caliber Mohawk, you folks try anything 
stupid,” shouted Win. 

“We'll do what you want. Just keep your head straight,” said 
Lew as he stepped carefully into the cockpit. 

“You don't give me no orders, whitey.’ The Colt in Win’s hand 
whipped out, smashing against the side of Lew’s head. Lew 
crumpled to the floor of the cockpit. 

“Lew!” Sumi cried out. 

Win pushed the gun against her back. “Quiet, bitch.” He 
turned to Johnny. “You, old man. Come get your friend here off 
my feet. He’s bleedin’ on my Jordans.” 


Snoquask 446 


Johnny came on board slowly. He took Lew by the arms and 
horsed him up on the bench. 

“He doesn't look too good,’ Johnny said. 

“Well, then he don't have to worry none about social security. 
Now back off” 

Winslow waited until Johnny had climbed up on the deck and 
was standing next to the main mast. 

“That's far enough. Don’t make me do what I should have 
done to you on your boat.” 

Winslow cut a piece of line and tied Lew’s hands behind his 
back, securing them to a stanchion on the deck. 

“You're next, old man. Come on down?’ 

Johnny allowed himself to be tied opposite Lew. “Sumi,” he 
said, “Care for him?” 

“You stay right where you are,’ Winslow leveled the Colt at 
her. 

“Go ahead and shoot me,’ she yelled. “Can’t you see, he'll bleed 
to death.” 

“Boss man wont like that, whispered Johnny. 

“Shut the fuck up, you old fart. And you, sweetcakes, come on 
and take care of your friend. No touchy his ropes. You got me, 
bitch?” 

“Tll just bandage his head.” 

“You do that. I'll be right here.” He ducked down into the 
cabin entryway where the radio was mounted on the wall. 

Lew revived enough to hear the short message Winslow sent. 

“Everything is cool, Captain. Come on in” 

Every thing, perhaps, Lew noted, but maybe not every one. 
The young punk doesn’t know about Kwaskedan. Strange notions 
entered Lew’s consciousness, concepts unlike any he had 
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previously envisioned, memories that, as yet, held little meaning 
for him. 

He opened his eyes. His body fluoresced with an intense 
verdant gleam, and a corona of green tendrils expanded from his 
abdomen, reaching out to the north. Kwaskedan calmed his 
power, reigning it in until not a glimmer showed on his skin. 

“Lie still, love” Sumi whispered. 

“It’s all right, Sumi. Everything is fine.” Lew said. These were 
the white man’s last words. For it was Kwaskedan who then 
looked over to Johnny. 

“Snoquask,” he said, “The time approaches.” 

“Yes, my son. There will be no tomorrow.’ 

“Won't you tell me? Please tell me,’ Sumi whispered. “What is 
going on?” 

Last night she heard bizarre noises over on the island, a tumult 
like the sighing of a mob of dying infants. And around the ketch 
the water was dead calm even at full tide. In the dark reaches of 
the inlet swam a pod of orca. For hours they circled the boat, 
massive, silent sentinels. 

“Quiet, you two.” Winslow yelled back at them. “Or I'll bust 
the both of you up good this time” 

After several minutes, the noise of a fast boat could be heard. 
Sumi watched as the Sheriff’s cruiser came racing around the 
headlands of the cove. 

“Unexpected company?” she said, looking back at the young 
man, fully expecting the onset of terrible panic and worse. 

However, the man’s face showed no sign of worry. “The 
surprise is all yours, lady.” 

Larry Cunningham swung the boat in a sharp turn and cut the 
throttle. It settled down off the ketch’s port stern. Winslow took 
the line Larry tossed him. Then the deputy jumped on board. The 
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ketch rocked as he landed, and shook with his heavy footfalls. He 
hopped into the cockpit. He wore a Mariner’s cap that didn't 
completely hide a bandage on his skull. 

“Captain asked me to check things out,” the deputy scowled. 
“You been screwing up so bad...” 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Win smirked, “Listen, I said everything 
was cool. No trouble at all. Didn’t I bring the Captain his 
blanket?” 

Larry looked over at Lew. 

“Old buddy, too bad you...” he began to say something and 
decided against it, and shook his head. Sumi glowered at him. 

“And you. You keep your eyes off me,” he said. 

He pointed over at Lew, speaking to Win. 

“Yo, Shit-for-brains, you better keep this one covered. He’s a 
sneaky bastard and a damn good shot. Almost took the top of my 
head off yesterday.’ He touched his scalp and winced. 

Larry handed Win his carbine and took the Colt. He made a 
radio call. After a few minutes, the Coho King came into view 
around the headland and approached the ketch at speed. From 
under a tarpaulin on deck a pair of legs protruded. Boots large 
enough to belong to a heavyweight. 

“That’s enough, Deputy.” A man stepped out of the cabin. 

“Knudsen,” Sumi gasped. 

“Hello, Captain” Winslow grinned as he took the painter Eric 
tossed across and tied it to the aft stanchion. 
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Chapter 35 


Qweykwa 


“Big Ted had no part in this,” said Johnny. 

“Then he should have kept his ugly nose away from my 
marina.’ Eric replied. He had positioned himself on the deck of 
Ted Qwemuth’s trawler. 

“And his mind clear of heyda,’ said a voice from the Coho 
King’s cabin. The trawler’s engines cut off. 

“Canloops,’ said Johnny. 

“You call me by my Name, Snoquask.” Canloops stepped onto 
the deck. He was wearing the Tyee’s blanket and ceremonial 
leggings. 

“You can dress like him, but it don’t mean shit,” said Johnny, 
and he spat into the Sound. 

“Looks like the gang’s all here,” said Larry. “Let's get it done 
and get the fuck out of here.” 

Kwaskedan moaned, his head still ablaze with pain. He 
watched as the man Snoquask had called Canloops climbed 
across to the ketch. The fellow was plainly dexwidakeb, but his 
song was still unfamiliar to Kwaskedan’s awakening perception. 

“Uncle George,” said Winslow, gripping the carbine, “I sure 
never expected to see your sorry ass again. Don't you know me? 
It's Winslow. Your mamma's brother's daughter’s eldest boy. Look 
at you. You look like you been fucked by a bear and left for shit. 
How come your'e dressed like that?” 
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The man stepped into the cockpit. “I see your tongue has 
grown as long as your pecker. Your daddy should have whipped 
you more as a young ’un,” he growled. 

“I captured the whole damn lot of ‘em, Captain,” Win tipped 
his hat at Knudsen and waved the rifle across the cockpit. 

George Canloops looked over at the captives. His glance 
carried an open load of rage. “Snoquask,” he spat, “Comes a time 
when old fools like to die. At least be quiet about it.” 

He bent forward and sent his hand crashing across Johnny’s 
mouth. 

Johnny’s head snapped sideways, but he took the blow without 
protest. 

“Stop it!” yelled Sumi. “What kind of man are you?” 

Canloops stood in front of her. “Hungry,” he hissed. “Lucky 
for you I don’t favor foo yung.” He held up her left arm as though 
inspecting it. 

“I see now why you did not call on The Clan.” Snoquask spat a 
mouthful of blood. “You have already dishonored the Name you 
claim to hold” 

“Laxkiku,’ Sumi whispered, confused, drawing her arm out of 
his grasp. 

Laxkiku grinned, savoring the effect of his name. 

“Laxkiku?” said Win. “Who...?” 

“Enough,” said Knudsen. “Where’s the gold, Johnny?” 

“Gold,” Kwaskedan mumbled, his head clearing. 

He looked around the crowded boat. He could actually hear 
the young man’s hatred and his fear. Winslow was deathly afraid 
of Knudsen. Sumi, too, hammed a song of fear. But Larry was 
silent and so too was Eric. Nothing at all emanated from their 


persons. 
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Yes, there is a barrier, Kwaskedan remembered, their 
ignorance shields them. He turned toward Snoquask. The old 
one’s song was loud: a steady, low, throbbing hum. Then he looked 
over at George Canloops. What he heard shook him deeply. For 
George's song was magnificent, dark and tremulous, a resonance 
of Power that spoke its identity without mistake. Yes, here was 
Laxkiku, the Eagle. 

“Gunnar’s gold,” said Knudsen. “I have waited a long time to 
learn its whereabouts.” 

Snoquask looked back at Knudsen. “I will tell you everything 
now, if Canloops doesn’t mind waiting” 

“Go ahead, Snoquask,” Laxkiku said. “Be brief, though. I am 
hungry enough to eat a tough old whale like you.” He leaned back 
against the edge of the deck. 

Larry smiled at this, and Knudsen nodded. “Let’s hear it, 
Johnny,” he said. 

“Gunnar Knudsen was a sorry piece of shit,’ Johnny started, 
glaring at Eric. 

“That’s not news. What Olivia wrote in her private diary is 
clear on that point. You were going to talk about the gold...” 

“Gunnar bribed the bank officer in Skagway to give him the 
bank seal. It cost him a fast yacht and five thousand dollars. They 
loaded the gold onto the Deccan Queen as usual. That night 
Gunnar opened the safe and took out the real gold. He used the 
bank seal on identical sacks filled with iron filings. When the gold 
was delivered in Seattle it would be the bank officer who took the 
heat. The insurance companies would pay off the owners, and 
Gunnar would have himself a cache of gold that he planned to use 
to set up his own business. As much as his family hated him, he 
despised them even more. He would take his wife...” 

“Skeena,’ Sumi blurted. “Of course.” 
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“..with him,’ Johnny ignored her outburst, “and start a new 
life. Gunnar wasn’t stupid. It occurred to him that the bank officer 
might have double-crossed him, so he checked the real gold 
before the Deccan Queen docked at Point Roberts. Sure enough, 
the switch he was supposed to make had already been made by 
his accomplice. For all his planning, the only thing Gunnar had 
was several hundred pounds of simple iron” 

“Then there is no gold,” Sumi spoke. 

“You do not know this man. As quick as he was to deceive 
others, he detested being deceived in turn. He gave command of 
the Deccan Queen to the first mate, and commandeered the 
Knudsen tug Tyee to give chase, realizing that the fellow would 
probably make a run for San Francisco. But Gunnar could not 
operate the Tyee alone. So, he decided to find one man, a Native 
American, to be his crew; someone who could be disposed of 
later with no trouble. He found a likely sucker on the dock at 
Point Roberts.” 

Snoquask sat forward, staring at Knudsen. “Your family 
wouldnt see the evil in Gunnar. Already he had stolen the 
daughter of another. He had filled her with his ugly progeny and 
left her to her shame. Gunnar never figured that the deck hand so 
convenient for his purpose had been looking for a chance to 
revenge the womans shattered virtue.” 

Johnny turned to Canloops, “If you are Laxkiku, then some of 
this is also in your memory. For Hamatsa later took the woman as 
his wife. 

“Yes,” said Laxkiku. “I remember. When Hamatsa tried to steal 
his child back, Olivia turned the law on him, and they had him 
banished from his own tribe. He became Tumbo Sam, an outcast.” 

“When did Hamatsa first recruit you?” asked Snoquask. 
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“T met the old bastard many years ago,” Laxkiku gestured over 
the water. “He claimed to have found the trail to tremendous 
wealth” 

“You had a rival in young Charlie—your own son.” 

Canloops grinned. “Little Charlie was young and bright: 
everything the old fool had been looking for. Yes, and greedy, too. 
There was enough ignorance in him for heyda to capture his 
mind” 

“Betsy sent him away. But he came back” 

“He was looking for Hamatsa’s bonanza.” 

“And you couldn't very well compete with young Charlie’s 
potential” 

“T introduced Charlie to the Captain. It was that simple. Eric 
was setting up a new cocaine smuggling conduit through the San 
Juans, but he needed connections on the reservations to run the 
product past customs. Charlie still had many friends” 

“And he was very well paid,” Eric added, “but we started 
having trouble with our deliveries” 

“Charlie was talking to me in his dreams.” Snoquask turned to 
Kwaskedan. “But Canloops set him up: He told Eric that Charlie 
was working for the Feds. Eric sent in the Jacobs boys.” 

“Tt had to be Charlie,” said Canloops. “Him or me?’ 

“The boy didn’t know it was me who was giving your plans to 
the DEA” Johnny said. “Charlie was more interested in the 
blanket. Hamatsa had told him about it. The little fool stole it 
from me. Then the three young ones took Charlie from my boat. 
Canloops used Laxkiku’s siwash on the boy.’ 

“You killed him,’ Sumi whispered. “Your own son!” 

“T enjoyed it too,’ Laxkiku replied. “And I’m losing patience 
with all this talking!” 
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“Killing your son was your business. But you also had your 
nephews sell your drugs on the reservation. You would poison 
your own spawn...” 

“..And for that you must die!” Johnny shouted. 

Eric looked over at Larry. 

“Easy, Pops,’ Larry pointed the Colt at Johnny. 

“The young, they'd already turned away from us.’ Canloops 
waved the deputy back. “But there are other means of control. 
How well the whites know this...” 

“What happened to the gold?” Eric cut in. 

“Be still!” shouted Canloops. 

Larry looked over at Eric, who nodded back at him. 

“Canloops,” returned Snoquask “Where is the Way in this?” 

“Dont talk to me about the Way, you who are banished from 
the sacred places. Go on with your tale, old one. Or choose this 
instant to die” 

“That's right. Let’s hear it, old man,” added Knudsen. 

“There was no reason to blame the deck hand,” Snoquask 
continued. “Gunnar was a fool in more ways than his family later 
realized.” 

Snoquask looked off the port side toward the island. “Oh, we 
found the bank officer, all right. Cruising down the outside of 
Vancouver Island. And I watched Gunnar kill him. Only he 
should have killed me first” 

Kwaskedan gasped. His mind met briefly with the old one’s. 
He could picture these events clearly, just as they had happened. 
They were a part of his memory now, too. The Native American 
deck hand was none other than Chuckanut Johnny. 

Snoquask sat upright, his lanky black hair streaked with white, 
blowing softly about his face in the north wind. He sighed and 
looked to the sky. 
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“Charlie George was going to orcas to see you, Eric. I had told 
him a little about the Tyee. I showed him the blanket.” 

“You spent up all that gold,” sighed Knudsen. “Goddamn you, 
and you never told anyone. But wait. That was a hundred years 
ago...” 

“The gold bought the only power you whites know about. 
How do you think we got this island back? And who paid to keep 
Big Ted out on bail, and to purchase the fleet? I guess we owe 
Gunnar a heap of thanks.” 

“Hamatsa lied,” spat Canloops. “There is no gold here.” 

“It was you who forced Charlie to steal the blanket from me. 
Why then did you send your three hirelings after us?” 

“That was Eric’s doing. A pity. Little Gary could have become 
my apprentice someday.” 

“You killed Gary, damn you!” shouted Winslow. 

“He wouldn't tell me what he saw in the blanket.” 

“You killed my brother. You fucking bastard...” 

“Boy, you keep a civil tongue, or I’ll kill you too. Little good- 
for-nothing prick!” 

“You listen to me,’ Win leveled the rifle on Canloops. “Pll 
blow your ugly nose right through your fuckim head!” 

Larry reached across the cockpit and stabbed the Colt against 
Win’s cheek. 

“You're too young for such big toys, junior.” 

He snatched the rifle away and flicked it over onto the deck of 
the Coho King. 

“Captain’s tired of playing with you. So you just keep your yap 
shut and make yourself useful. Look through the old man’s things. 
See if there's any of that gold left.” 

“...By the time I regained control, Canloops continued, “they 
had done quite a bit of damage to my plans. Well, it all seems to 
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have worked out. I recovered the blanket. It told me that here is 
where the qweykwa would take place. This place smells of death. 
Yes, very appetizing. And I believe you should be first, Snoquask”” 

“The North Wind has returned,’ Snoquask continued. He 
paused, watching the sky. “It is well, Kwaskedan. Remember the 
story of Sotek Yoqueltez. This story was mine, and now it is also 
yours, my son.” 

Kwaskedan surveyed the scene. Sumi sat frozen in a terrible 
anticipation. Larry stood with his Colt aimed at Johnny. Eric was 
obviously losing his patience with this whole scene. Winslow 
rummaged through Johnny’s duffel. 

“Where's the Tyee, Johnny?” asked Eric. 

“Thirty fathoms straight down. There with Gunnar’s bones 
and a very interesting artifact.” 

“The bank seal,” said Sumi, “worth more than all the gold” 

“Gentlemen, I think we've wasted enough time. Deputy, have 
you got another one of those devices on you?” said Knudsen “We 
will need an accident. Not here though, we'll take them out into 
the channel. P’'ll come back later and salvage the Tyee.” 

“We have arrived,’ said Kwaskedan, “where the vision leads.” 

“Yes, Kwaskedan,” Snoquask shouted. “Feel the qweykwa--it is 
here!” 

“Cut the crap, you two,” said Larry. 

Kwaskedan looked into the barrel of the Colt. It is an ugly 
thing, he realized. A little death machine. Like the whites, it has 
no song. 

“What is this nonsense?” shouted Laxkiku. “Who is this white 
that claims a Name? If this is some obscene joke of yours, 
Snoquask, it befits not even you.” 

“Can you not hear it, or is your Power so meager?” chided 
Snoquask. 
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Kwaskedan felt the probing voice of the other. His mind 
traveled through unknown memories searching for the siwash, for 
the power to survive. 

Winslow had picked up the carved cedar board of Johnny’s 
and was looking at it curiously. Snoquask glanced at Kwaskedan. 
Laxkiku caught this exchange. 

“Drop it!” he ordered. 

Win looked back at him, puzzled. Then he grinned, stupidly. 
“Tt’s just a damn stick.” He cocked his arm to throw it into the 
Sound. 

Closing his eyes, Snoquask focused intently on the board. 
“Sgwedalich,’ he ordered, “find the bottom of this water!” 

The scream opened the old one’s eyes. He heard the splash and 
saw Win’ shoes disappearing over the side. 

From his coat, Laxkiku brought out a chrome Smith and 
Wesson .38. He motioned at Larry to lower the Colt. 

“This one’s on me, deputy,” he spat. 

“Laxkiku, with a pistol yet,” said Johnny. “Are you so unsure of 
your power?” 

“That will be your last trick, you old fool,” he said “But I think 
she should have the honor.’ 

Canloops took hold of Sumi’s arm and pressed the pistol into 
her palm. She gasped when it touched her hand. 

“Did you really think you could hide her talents from me? 
When youre gone I’m going to enjoy splitting her clam.’ 

“Johnny, I have a gun,” she cried. 

“Shoot him,” yelled Kwaskedan, pointing at Larry. 

“That's right, little bird,” said Laxkiku. “Shoot him” He pointed 
to Snoquask. 

“Oh, my Lord!” she screamed as her hands inched around 
toward Johnny. Her mind struggled against an evil that returned 
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to haunt her from her dreams. Her body seemed remote, and the 
hands that pointed the gun were scarcely hers. 

“T will shoot,” she cried out. “I can't help it!” 

“Do something, Snoquask!” Kwaskedan strained against the 
ropes that bound him to the stanchion. 

“Yes, brother. Something must be done,” Snoquask said, 
casually. “Look, Woodpecker!” he called out. “Look and see. Tell 
The Clan if you must, but watch the fulfillment of this qweykwa.” 
He struggled to his feet, tilting his head back, a low, guttural song 
emerged from his lips as he called to the North Wind. This was 
the instant of Sotek Yoqueltez—the moment of betrayal. 

“Hear me, North Wind. You have come for my spirit. So I have 
seen. Let it be done!” 

“Johnny, moaned Sumi, “Johnny. No!” The pistol in her hand 
fired, the shot struck Snoquask in his chest. At the instant of the 
shot, she screamed. In a voice that heralded the strength she 
would one day acquire, Sumi sang out her anguish. 

Her voice, unrestrained, split the North Wind. It sent old 
Woodpecker tumbling out of his tree. 

There would be no need to call The Clan, old friend, 
Woodpecker thought. That voice—whatever it was—would wake 
even old Gixpidwadu, old bear-face himself, had he lived to hear 
it. Gauwl! 

This shout expanded in Kwaskedan’s brain, triggering into a 
cacophony of noise, a thunderous pulse of siwash. Kwaskedan 
listened to the burgeoning call of his own Name. 

Sumi flung herself at Johnny. “Don’t die,” she moaned, laying 
her head on his lap. 

“Did you hear it,” said Snoquask. He calmly stroked her hair. 

“Hear what?” answered Sumi. 


“His voice.” 
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“Oh, God,’ she cried out, flung suddenly into her dream again. 
“Ts this real?” 

“Listen. It is time at last.” 

Startled by this sudden exchange of events, Larry aimed the 
Colt at Lew. 

“Dont move, buddy.’ But then, suddenly the barrel of the 
automatic jerked upward. 

“Larry!” Eric yelled, “What the hell are you up to?” 

Laxkiku stood, transfixed by this new circumstance. 
“Impossible, he muttered. 

“Watch this, Laxkiku,” whispered Johnny. “Watch and see the 
final White Dance!” 

He coughed, blood streamed from his mouth and flowed 
down the front of his shirt. 

Larry grabbed at the pistol with his other hand, trying to force 
it back down—but the deputy’s arm was no longer controlled by 
its owner, but by Kwaskedan. 

“IT want to know what the fuck is going on here,” he yelled. “Do 
something, Captain.” 

“Look at me,” Kwaskedan called to him. “I who was once white 
like you. You cannot hide your song from me. I have known the 
ignorance you use to protect it. I know where it hides your fear. I 
do this for Betsy. When you killed her, did you not think I would 
seek revenge?” 

“Lew, ol’ buddy...” 

“Look at me.” 

Kwaskedan reached inside the Deputy, locating a timid 
quavering song, entwining it with his until they merged under his 
domination. Larry’s head shot back as the agony gripped him. 

“What are you?” the deputy screamed. 
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Larry stared at Lew, no longer conscious that the pistol in his 
hand was still rising. It lifted past the mast, turning now, doubling 
back. The wrist was breaking as it continued to revolve, pointing 
the barrel at his face. A choking gasp was his last testament. 

The Colt fired. Its blast sent his body tumbling over the side of 
the boat into the Sound. It sent bits of his cranium into the sky. It 
sent his spirit to join the dead. 

“Abomination!” Laxkiku bellowed. “You have created this... 
this foul creature that calls itself Kwaskedan. This being cannot 
live” With that he turned his own song on Kwaskedan, driving 
quickly through the novice’s hastily remembered defenses. 

The Eagle's initial thrust battered Kwaskedan back. He reeled 
from the invasion of the ancient one. He sang a blocking song, 
and a sheath of jade smoke assembled itself before him. This 
crackled from the prods of the Eagle’s finding song, but it held. 

Sumi listened, horrified, as the cacophony in her head 
increased. 

“Your cleverness astounds me, Snoquask,” Laxkiku mused. “As 
you have foreseen, the white has the power to break through their 
defenses. However, the price of your victory is more than I can 
allow. Now watch as I crush his spirit.” 

“Call Wolf, little one. Quickly.’ Johnny’s head slumped forward 
and he slid sideways. Sumi caught him in her arms. 

The old one’s admonition echoed in Kwaskedan’s mind. 
Instantly he saw the dim blue light of Wolf fire and encouraged 
this to grow. It exploded into a fireball of cobalt, and hammered 
Laxkiku back, but only for an instant. 

Kwaskedan knew the next moment would tell the tale. If the 
wind held and his song was true, he might yet find some 
weakness in the other. 
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“You're too young to play with fire, little one,” hissed Laxkiku. 
“Tll roast you for my breakfast.” 

Above him, Kwaskedan sensed the shadow of the Eagle as the 
other gathered for its real attack. He pulled his arms free from the 
strings that had bound them. 

“Raven,” he called out. “Betsy! Give me some time.’ Time. 
Where was the pack? He needed to reach back in his still- 
emerging memory and find the song that would bring the wolves 
to him. “Damnation!” he yelled. Where were they? 

Above, the Eagle screeched its triumph. 

Then Kwaskedan remembered. The power comes not from 
wanting, but from giving in to the moment. The instant. The 
orgasm of knowing. It is the old one’s qweykwa. There is the 
siwash. He called to the North Wind. 

“Come, Father of Winter. Bring your pups and let us see who 
will emerge victorious.” 

The shadow over him broadened as the Eagle made his deadly 
dive. 

Wait! Another shadow flitted across the waves. It was her! A 
flash of dark obsidian came glimmering out of the sky. She 
screamed as she plunged. The Eagle wavered, twisting to block 
her path, its cold steel eyes remaining on Kwaskedan. 

Raven folded itself into a coal black rocket and struck Eagle at 
the base of its tail. The impact sent Raven tumbling into the 
Sound. Eagle spread its winds to regain its trajectory. The massive 
bird twisted to put its talons into play. But only the edge of the 
Eagle’s power ripped across Kwaskedan’s chest, opening a deep 
wound. At that instant, the Eagle’s back was open to attack. 
Without hesitation he reached out as this song flashed by and 
caught it unaware. In its haste and its pride, Eagle was not 
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prepared for the failure of its first maneuver. Kwaskedan could 
not hold it long, but then, he knew, he would not have to. 

It was Eagle who first heard the wolf pack approach. Its 
mammoth head twisted to look, and its fury now mixed with 
apprehension. 

The pack ranged across the waves and encircled the Eagle 
before it could rise. The bird cowered as the circle tightened. 

Canloops stood, frozen in a startled panic. “Outrageous!” he 
cried out. “Tcinakwa, behold this monster!” 

“You are the monster,’ Kwaskedan replied. “Give up your 
name to me.” 

“Never! I will watch The Clan tear you to pieces, and one day I 
will eat your heart.” 

Kwaskedan searched the contours of Laxkiku’s blocking song, 
probing it until a small weakness, a facet of ignorance, was 
located. The other was strong, his name heavy with siwash. But 
there had to be a way. Canloops was also new to this song. 
Canloops. Where had he heard the name before? Yes! That was 
Woodpecker’s message: “Canloops knows he is unworthy.’ This 
knowledge makes Canloops slow. And he is frightened of 
Laxkiku’s Name, of the memories that will become his own. This 
fear is not the fear of a warrior, but that of a thief. And if he has 
not yet given himself fully to his own name, then there is still a 
hope. 

Lew could now sense Laxkiku’s mighty spirit: his courage, his 
lust, but also his one pitiful inner weakness. The song was overlaid 
by a carapace of pride. Somewhere in this was a chink where his 
sallow dread was slowly leaking out. Yes, there! Kwaskedan 
concentrated on this tiny crack. Narrowing his efforts, he 
breached it. He could now slide his own song beneath this fragile 
covering. So easy, Kwaskedan marveled, and he crushed the 
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other's delicate conceit with a piercing tune of his own song. 
Canloops moaned and quivered, paralyzed by an influx of 
disbelief. His remaining defenses dropped. 

Kwaskedan wasn't done with him yet. He delved deeper into 
the Eagle’s song, interlacing his own with it, moving past Jacob’s 
ego, beyond his memory, burrowing down into the essence of his 
spirit. With unlearned skill, Kwaskedan surrounded this essence 
and withdrew it, carrying it back into himself. Kwaskedan had 
stolen the ancient one’s spirit. He had released the Name from this 
unworthy vessel. He would hold this respectfully until he found 
another more worthy. 

He stepped forward and touched Canloops lightly on the 
shoulder. The old man’s eyes rolled back and he collapsed to the 
deck. The entire assault and victory had taken less than five 
seconds. 

Eric, startled by the antics of the two men, dove for the Coho 
King, grabbing up the rifle. Kwaskedan’s eye caught the motion 
and he turned to face the white man. 

Eric leveled the rifle at him, smiling confidently. 
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Chapter 36 


Kwaskedan 


“You lose,” Eric grinned. 

“Then what are you so afraid of,’ Kwaskedan said, as he 
concentrated on locating this one’s tiny spirit. There it was, a 
sallow glimmer down in the crotch. How come whites carry their 
songs in their gonads? 

“Your ignorance can no longer shield you, for I know it well. I 
can make you freeze in your tracks, like the roe deer before a 
leopard. Watch, Woodpecker. Here is the white dancer’s qweykwa. 
He had it backwards before, now he did it right” 

“Shut up!” 

Eric’s finger stiffened on the trigger. 

“That’s no way to talk” The voice itself might have been 
sufficient. But with it, a hand, big as a skillet, clamped itself in 
Eric’s shoulder. 

Eric’s eyes grew wide as an unspeakable dread captured his 
body. He glanced sideways at the deck. The tarpaulin lay flat, the 
body was gone. Eric’s mouth fell open, and hung that way. 

Kwaskedan stepped forward onto the deck of the Coho King 
and took the rifle out of Eric’s hands. Then he released the other's 
mind. The hand disappeared from Eric’s shoulder, and the 
tarpaulin was again a shroud. 

“You have a lot to tell the sheriff. But tell him nothing that 


happened here. Do you understand?” 
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Eric answered him with his eyes, and his song. The fear was 
upon him. He would not disobey. 

Kwaskedan reached down and plucked up Canloop’s revolver, 
tossing it overboard along with the rifle. 

“And never return to this place,” he warned. 

Behind him, Kwaskedan heard the shout. He turned. It was 
Canloops, swimming for shore. He was not alone. Behind him a 
giant bull orca arched out of the water and made a swift and 
strangely silent dive, disappearing into the tourmaline Sound. 
Canloops was swimming faster now, thrashing the waves. 

The next instant the orca surfaced, its tremendous jaws open 
wide. It came up right through Canloops, lifting him, tossing him 
clear into the air. The old man’s body tumbled and the orca caught 
it head first, and swallowed him whole, before crashing back into 
the Sound. 

“Great God in heaven!” Eric ran back into the cabin. 

Kwaskedan jumped on board the ketch and released the Coho 
King’s line. Eric fired up the engines. 

“The killing is over,’ Kwaskedan yelled. “This qweykwa is 
finished.” 

He watched the Coho King until it disappeared around the 
headlands. Then he closed his eyes and calmed the reverberations 
of his song. He took a length of cloth from Johnny’s bag and 
bound the wound on his chest. Two inches closer and Eagle 
would have ripped open his heart. 

Sumi cradled Snoquask’s head on her lap, but she looked at 
Kwaskedan with wild, fearful eyes. 

“Lew?” she asked. 

“Who?” he said. 
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Kwaskedan reached out to her, she drew back instinctively. He 
smiled and lightly touched her knee, sending a soothing melody 
of strength and peace into her body. 

“T heard your Name,’ Sumi said and then fainted away. 

“Sleep, little one,” Kwaskedan whispered. “Soon it shall be your 
turn to sing.” 

“Snoquask,” he said. 

The old one looked up with glazed eyes. The wound 
blossomed red through his shirt. Kwaskedan untied the old one’s 
hands. He knew that he could not save him. But he needed to talk 
with him one last time. He knelt and pressed his hands on 
Snoquask’s head. Closing his eyes he called to Wolf for the 
tamamus to send his will into the old one, just as Snoquask had 
done for him earlier. 

Snoquask’s song was faint. Where seconds before it had been 
overpowering, now it whispered feebly. Kwaskedan focused his 
will, feeling the siwash expanding out his fingertips. At last 
Snoquask raised his head and gulped. His hand went to the 
wound. 

“T guess the front’s no good either.” He forced a smile. “It’s over 
for me, brother, save your strength” 

Kwaskedan nodded. “Thank you for sending Raven to me.” He 
fell silent. 

The old one waited. Finally he spoke. 

“You have learned to not ask so many Goddamn questions. 
Only I still have things to tell you. Listen to me now. When I 
chose you for the quest, I feared you would not find the will to use 
your Power. So I made this little demonstration for you. You are 
the first...” 

Kwaskedan’s newly expanded reason grasped this thought. 
“You knew that Laxkiku would shoot you, and that this threat to 
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your life would rouse the spirit of the woman and awaken the 
power of Kwaskedan.” 

“That was the vision. I am but the instrument.” 

“And you heard her. What sort of voice is that? It makes the 
mountains tremble.” 

“Astounding, isn’t she. There can be one answer: Coyote has 
spoken through her.” 

“Snoquask!” Kwaskedan warned. “Again you blaspheme. 
Coyote is dead.” 

“Hardly. You heard her. What other creature could sing like 
that?” 

“But she is untrained, not even with the Name as yet. What 
does your vision tell you? What of her quest?” 

“I am tired. Please, let me die.” 

“IT must know, Snoquask. The Clan has surely been aroused. 
They will send Tcinakwa. What does your vision say?” 

“When I talked with Woodpecker, he told me to forget it, but I 
couldn't deny my own vision. Then, just before your quest for 
Wolf, I saw my death approach and realized how little time you 
would have.” 

His hand moved to Kwaskedan’s arm. 

“Little one. This body is old. I was about to discard it anyway. 
Before I die, I must warn you. You are the first. You will be the 
warrior, the protector of the one who will follow. Sumi will be the 
fountain of tamamus for your people. Guard her carefully. The 
Clan will want to destroy you both. 

“She must make the Lizard her own Guardian. Only this can 
protect her from The Clan. Her quest will be more difficult than 
yours, because she will be alone. She cannot stay here; her quest 
must start elsewhere. Find the other people, Kwaskedan, the ones 


you once discovered. I am sorry that I can not guide you further. I 
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have not seen what will happen, but I know that the future of your 
race and mine depends on your spirit. 

“Do not forget your name, Kwaskedan; only it can guard your 
song for you. When she is ready, bring her here. Give her my 
Name. Sumi will become Snoquask, so that The Clan might be 
overcome and the Way of Knowledge find its way back to the 
spirit of all humans.” 

He coughed suddenly, and his breathing grew shallow. Worse, 
his song stopped briefly. 

“Johnny!” Sumi was awake. She took his hands in hers. 

“You heard.” 

“Yes!” 

“All this...was done for you.” 

“Snoquask...” 

“You say this name very well.” Johnny looked at her face for 
the last time. “I fear it will belong to you one day. My name has 
many memories. Most of them are painful. I do not envy you your 
quest?” 

“Be still, we'll get you to the doctor.” 

“No, Sumi. It is his time,” said Kwaskedan. 

“Yes, my son.” Snoquask’s lips barely moved. “Send me into the 
Sound so that I may join my guardian. Now! Kwaskedan, quickly, 
before...” The old one’s voice failed. 

Kwaskedan put his arms under him and lifted Snoquask over 
the side, sliding him down into the water. 

In the cold dimness the White Dancer's body slowly tumbled. 
Then, as it passed into the shadows, Sumi saw a shimmer of white, 
then a flash of white and black movement. Orca had come for his 
friend. Sumi sat back and stared off at Graveyard Island. 
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Kwaskedan looked into her eyes, which teared for the death of 
Johnny. She didn’t realize what the White Dancer had planned for 
her. 

Kwaskedan was but the warrior, what he had been always, at 
all times. His is not the siwash that could lead her, but he would 
protect her spirit and her body with his own. 

Kwaskedan stood and climbed to the main mast of the ketch. 

“Listen, Woodpecker, to the final song of your old friend. 
Listen to how old one’s death song lingers! The old White Dancer 
has again summoned Coyote. Snoquask’s qweykwa is complete. I 
have found the path to the Power Flow, to the trigger of the 
instant of knowing. I am Kwaskedan.” 

Kwaskedan’s hand moved across his torso, the forefinger found 
one navel, the ring finger another, a fat round scar. The legend! 

He stared down into her eyes, feeling, as Snoquask had, Sumi’s 
magnificent spirit. Her siwash will change the earth and return 
humankind to the Power Flow. But first she must survive the 
Sword of the Poet. 

Sumi came and stood beside him, her hair blowing. 

“The north wind,” she said. 

“Yes, as was foretold. There is yet another legend. This one was 
mine, and the next will be yours.” He sent his mind into the 
future, sensing the certainty of grave danger and the small 
promise of unreasonable hope. 

Far above them a dark silent form glided. The ketch rocked 
gently under the clear March sky. On its deck, Kwaskedan thrilled 
as the north wind sang its Name to him. 


THE END 
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